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EDITORIAL AND PREFATORY. 
erg fe 


Na fine fammer evening, two Highlan& 
ladies were feated at a tea-table in the 
comfortably furnifhed fitting-room of a neat 
refidence in the Weftern Highlands. One of 
them, a buxom lively young girl, was occupying 
herfelf with fome ufeful houfehold needlework, 
while her companion, who was confiderably 
her fenior, fat by quietly knitting woollen 
ftockings. Neither of thefe ladies had fpoken 
for fome minutes, when the youngeft, fud- 
denly looking up from her work, thus ad- 
dreffed the other :— 
“Tam furprifed, Mrs M‘Donald, that you, 
who have done much in the world, and 


nearly facrificed your own fife to fave that 


Wander- 


ings ceafed } 
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of another, have never thought of writing 
your hiftory.” : 
Flom “ Hiftory? nay, dear Maggie, you muft be 





joking; and, indeed, the little that I have 
done, believe me, dear child, would, if put 
in writing, read but very tamely. No, no, 
it is not for fuch an humble individual as 
‘myfelf to force the actions of an everyday 
life on public notice.” 

“Nay, then,” eagerly anfwered the lively 
girl, “if not for your own pleafure, at leaft 
for the gratification of thofe friends who at 
prefent fo love and efteem you, do take up 
a pen occafionally, and juft dot down a few 
of the curious circumftances which have oc- 
curred to you; for befides your adventures 
connected with Prince Charles, much has 
happened to you, which at various times I 
have heard you relate with fuch energy and 
force of expreflion, that if written for the 
information of thofe who may come after 


you, would be fo highly interefting. It need 








Maggie's Requeft. 








caufe you little trouble in the writing—let it 


be as fimple as poffible and” —— 


Mrs M‘Donald {fmiled, and, with the pecu- > 


liar animated glance that fo frequently lit up 
her features, fhe anfwered, < Simple, indeed, 
dear Maggie—you are quite correét in that 
expreflion; fimple enough fuch a memoir 
would be, for what could I have to relate 
that would be of intereft to thofe out of our 
ain bonnie country, and thofe who live in it 
have no occafion to recal fuch hackneyed 
events.” : 

Maggie rofe from the table, threw afide 
her work, and coaxingly entreated her elderly 
friend to promife to grant her requeft. “If 
only half-a-dozen pages, dear Mrs M‘Donald, 
they will be fo highly prized, do—do say yes.” 
Thus importuned, what remained but to give 
a relu€tant confent, on the condition, how- 
ever, of a free privilege as to the time when 
the MS. fhould_ be completed ; and the 
reader can readily imagine the pleafurable 


= 


| Confetts to 
i write. 
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‘The MS. 





feelings of pretty Maggie, when the follow- 
ing pages were put into her hand, nor were 
they the lefs valued by being in the hand- 
writing of her beloved’ friend. Thus it hap- 
pened that the following MS. came into 
exiftence, and has been carefully preferved in 
the family record cheft, until releafed from 
its dufty corner, and the tracings of the 
worthy old Jady’s pen made to appear in more 
legible charaéters, it is now tranfcribed for 
thofe who feel interefted in the ftirring and 
exciting events which chara@terifed the middle 
of the laft century. 
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Y father was thefon of Angus MDonald 

of Garryvaltifh of the Clanranald 

family, and the recollection I have of him is 
very indiftinétly traced in my memory, indeed 
only a fhadowy remembrance remains of a tall 
fine-Iooking man, who very often came into the 
nurfery to fee after his “ pretty ain wee Flora,” 
as he always defignated me; and very glad 
was I when he took me from the nurfe’s arms 
to tofs his darling nearly to the ceiling. My 
mother was a kind affectionate parent, anxious 
about her children; yet although I and my 
little brother Angus both loved her dearly, 
our father’s prefence gave us the moft pleasure, 
and a fcream of delight and a clapping of 
en 
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Birthday 
uncertain. 





our tiny hands invariably heralded his ap- 
proach into the infantine dothinions. 

My father was named Ranald M‘Donald 
of Miltoun in South Uitt, one of the moft 
diftant of the Weftern Iles of Scotland, and 
although he could not boatt of a very liberal 
education, nature had indued him with a 
true and faithful heart, with good moral prin- 
ciples, and the feelings and manners of a 
Highland gentleman. 

I believe I was born in the year 1722. I fay 
telieve, being even now uncertain of the exact 
date, for the fingular reafon why my mother 
refufed to tell me the day and year, was this: 
Not far from our village, refided an old man, 
who was regarded as akind of wizard, a fortune- 
teller, or as the clafs-boys named him, “the wife 
man.”-—Now of this wife man” I and Angus 
had the greateft dread, taking to our heels faft 
enough if we only efpied him at a diftance. 
And yet when I grew older, and could more 


fully appreciate ‘the wonderful fayings and 











Auld Nicky, 








doings of “ Auld Nicky,” the defire I had to 
have my fortune’ foretold became fo intenfe, 
that had I but been fure of the day and hour 
of my birth, old Nicky’s talents would have 
been put in requifition; and this reaching 
my mother’s ears, fhe fruftrated my fcheme 
by withholding the needful information. I 
fuppofe fome tattling bufybody was at tfe 
root of this mifchief. Well, fo much for my 
childifh attempt to gather from the craft of 
man a foreknowledge of thofe events which 
in after-life are in ftore for us. I remember 
the fenfible remark made by my mother fome 
years after, when I was old enough to feel 
afhamed of my former eagernefs to fly to the 
“wife man.” ‘Let us not endeavour,” faid 
fhe, ‘by any unlawful means, to dive into 
futurity—we muft reft fatiffied with the 
lot apportioned to us, and feek for happineis 
in every {phere of life, by fulfilling the duties, 
and avoiding the temptations and {nares, 
which fall in our daily path of ufeful aétion.” 
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Mother's 
counsel. 
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Alas! my good mother! How often have 
T had occafion even throughout my uneventful 
life, to feel the truth of her advice. 

Bather : But while I and my little brother were fo 
happy in our nurfery, the greateft of all mif- 
fortunes happened. Our dear father was fud- 
denly taken ill, and notwithftanding that the 
beft medical advice in the remote diftrict where 


we lived was had immediately, he gradually 





funk, and after lingering a few days, he died in 
the arms of his afflicted wife. We were too 
young to feel his lofs, nor indeed could our 
< little minds in any way comprehend the caufe 
of the grief and diftreffed countenances of 
-| thofe around us, or the unufual circumftance 
of our not being allowed to fee either of 
our parents. It did not fatiffy us to be told, 
“ Mamma was too ill to leave her room,” or 
that ‘Papa was gone on a long journey, fo 
far away that we fhould never fee him again.” 
No, it was not for fuch infants to realife what 
had occurred, or “to underftand that Death 








ee 








Angus Whifpering. 


had done his work, to be quickly followed by 
the difmal appurtenances of the tomb; nay, 

. even at this diftant period, I can recal the feel- 
ing of alarm, and fhudder of fright with which 
we gazed on the men as they brought in the 
coffin, Angus whifpered to me it was a long 
box, and wondered why it had been made fo 
narrow, and all covered with brafs nails. We 
were glad to get out of its way, and both of 
us declared we would never more go up the 
flair, unlefs the ugly thing was fent out of the 
houfe, . 

And then the fervants came to feek us, 
telling us to be quiet and good, fo as not to 
vex and difturb poor fick mamma. And why 
were all the blinds drawn down, everybody 
looking fo fad, and fome crying fo?+~But as 
the funeral party left the houfe, and our poor 
mother’s feream of agony reached even the 
diftant nurfery, Angus began to cry, feized 
my hand, and we both ran to the window to 


find out what was going on. 











Allis dark. 
2 
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Father is 
buried. 


Mother is 
incontol- 
able. 





* Look, Flory dear, that black box is going 
away, and perhaps they have fent papa away 
in it! oh, we fhall never fee him again !’— 
The poor little fellow put his dear arms around 
my neck, and we both wept bitterly; true it 
was, that although neither of us underftood 
what grim Death was, yet at that moment we 
felt his baneful influence; nor could we be 
comforted until permitted to go to our dear 
mother’s room, which the folks thought ad- 
vifable, as it might have the effect of arouf- 
ing her from the ftate of apathy fhe had been 
in fince the corpfe left the houfe. She fat 
like a ftatue, perfectly tearlefs, nor could the 
entreaties of the kind neighbours who came to 
confole her under fuch a bereavement, induce 
her to fpeak a word. It was not until the 
children were brought, that fhe fhowed any 
fign of recollection; the fight of them caufed 
a gufh of grief that greatly relieved her burft- 
ing heart. 


“Oh, my bairhs, my wee ones! who is to 











Time the great Phyfician. 


If 








protect and fupport ye, noo he is gone! what 
is to become of me, left fo young and fo 
helplefs a Zone one—my all taken from me, 
the prop, the roof-tree of his houfe!” Thus 
did our poor mother give vent to her forrow, 
nor could fhe take an intereft in the affairs 
conneéted with the property for many months; 
however, gradually fhe fo far recovered her 
fpirits as to attend to bufinefs. By my father’s 
will, Miltoan was to be my brother’s on his 
attaining the age of twenty-one, up to which 
time my mother was to make it her home, fo 
that as time, the foftener of every grief, paffed 
on, and our mother's fpirits affumed a more 
cheerful tone, the daily routine of the little 
homeftead went on as ufual. We were both 
too young to require much in the way of edu- 
cation, but in a knowledge of heavenly things 
we were early inftructed, and taught to revere 
the Lord’s Sabbath, as foon as we were cap- 
able of holding up our little hands in daily 


* 


prayer. 


Father's 
will. 
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Flora’s 
education. 


Flora’s 
compan- 
ions. 





Thus, in the peaceful retirement of our 
humble dwelling, two or three years glided 
away, during which time my excellent 
mother did not neglect to inftruct me in ufe- 
ful things, at leaft I mean in the folid acquire- 
ment of needful knowledge. Of accomplith- 
ments Iam not afhamed to fay I knew no- 
thing, nor, indeed, were they wanted in the 
rural fimplicity of a country life—no, no, 
a Highland laffie has naught to do with 





harpficords, guitars, and love fongs; the 
fimple ditties of her native hills are quite 
fufficient to amufe herfelf, and give fatiffac- 
tion to thofe who are not fo faftidious as to 
prefer art to nature in the found of.a voice. 
One of my chief enjoyments was to take my 
young child’s ftory-book, and in a fimple way 
put it all to mufic while finging to my dolly, 
which even at fuch an early age I could well 
do, knowing by heart the fweet ftrains 
taught me by the Gaelic nurfe. 


I had a young’ companion, who took part 


ees 











Niel M'Eachan M‘Donald. 





in all our childifh games, a little girl, whofe 
parents living very near us, my mother 
induced them to let her be under our roof 
to play with me, and be brought up as I was. 
Her birth was humble, but that mattered 
little to me, for fhe was a dear, affeCtionate 
child, and truly grateful for any kindnefs 
fhown her. ° 
There was alfo another member of our 
family who made himfelf exceedingly ufeful, 
and was a great favourite with us all; for, 
being much older than ourfelves, he was very 
clever at his books, and ufed to read us fuch 
pretty tales, both in the houfe, and while we 
played about in the garden and orchard. He 
was called Niel M‘Eachan M‘Donald, and fo 
attached was he to my father, we thought 
the poor fellow would have died of grief at 
lofing him. We always underftood he was 
in fome way related to our family, but I 


never could rightly make it out. In the 


matter of inftructing Angus, Niel entirely 





: Faithful 
4 servant. 
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M'Donald. 
of Arma- 
dale. 








took him from our mother’s charge, and fuc- 
ceeded fo well, that he could read, write, and 
cypher a little, before he was eight years 
old. 

About the time when I was nine and a 
half, and Angus a little younger, a gentleman 
who ufed to vifit at Miltoun while my father 
was living, now came fo frequently to the 
houfe, and always fat fo long with my 
mother, as to caufe fome talk among the 
neighbours. J can remember one day on 
going into the room without knowing any 
one was there, I faw this Mr Hugh 
M‘Donald talking in a low tone very 
earneftly to my mother, who fhook her 
head and anfwered very firmly, “ No, no, it 
neyer can and never fhall be.” I was too 
young to know the fubjeé of their converfa- ” 
tion, but this much I did notice, that he got 
up quickly, and in a ftiff way wifhed my 
mother “ good day.” She feemed vexed at 


the time, but as he did not call again for 





————.— 





The Widow's Admirers. 
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fome months, fhe feemed relieved by his 
abfence ; fhe evidently did not like him, and 
later years brought to my knowledge, that 
the fcene I have here defcribed, was on the 
occafion of her refufing him for the fecond 
time. There was not a doubt of his being 
very much in love, for my mother was a 
handfome woman, generally admired for he? 
perforial appearance, and alfo for poffefling 
good ienfe and difcretion, which latter quali- 
ties were truly to be difcovered by the man- 
ner in which fhe brought up her children 
and conduéted her houfehold. There was 
another perfon who was very often at Mil- 
toun, and who, I have fince heard, had a 
tender feeling for the young widow, which 
folks did fay was reciprocated on her part, 
but at this diftant period it is better not to 
name one who is ftill living, ay, and in a 
neighbouring ifland too, a married man with 
a fon and daughter who have now families 


of their own. He certainly’was a great deal 





Another 
admittr. 
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“| The favour. 
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at our houfe, and well do I call to mind his 
kind good-natured face, alfo how fond he ufed 
to be of both of us children, particularly of 
Angus, who always darted off to the fhore, as 
foon as his boat appeared in fight. One day 
Angus was at the window, when, clapping his 
hands with delight, he cried out, “Oh mamma, 
{ere comes dear Mr 





» lam fo glad 
when he comes, but forry that he goes away 
fo foon; do, do let me afk him to flay here 


always ;—I {hall tell him you want him to 


live here altogether. Oh how nice’ that 
would be, and then I could be out in the boat 
all day long !”—Even children are phyfiog- 
nomifts, and they are quickfighted in perceiy- 
ing a change of countenance. We did not then * 
know the caufe of a fudden colour mounting 
to her face, nor why fhe fharply chid us for 
{peaking fo freely; maybe the was more dif 
pleafed, becaufe one of the fervants was in 
hearing, and it all came out afterwards, that 


this gentleman’s frequent vifits were beginning 














Faint Heart never Won. 








to be goffiped about. “Howevér, whether or 
no the parties ever came to an explanation, or 
were fecretly engaged, none of the family 
knew their intentions, and the match was 
fated never to be; our mother’s wedded def- 
tiny was foon to be fixed, but her future 
partner for life was he whom fhe had fo 
often and fo firmly refufed, Hugh M‘Donald® 
of Armadale. His property was in Sleat, in 
Skye, a comfortable houfe, of which many a 
nice lafs in the Highlands would willingly 
have been the miftrefs, yet he was too fond of 
my mother to think of the pretty young girls 
near him. My mother rejeéteg all his folicit- 
ations, and confeffed to an intimate friend, that 
his continued perfeverance annoyed her to 
fuch a degree, fhe gave orders to her fervants 
to fay fhe was particularly occupied in do- 
meftic arrangements, whenever he came to 
the houfe. One would have imagined fuch a 
pointed rebuff would have changed his feel- 


ings from Tove to anger, which, by his abfent- 








Armadale 


perfeveres. | 


——— 
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Not to be | 
denied. 








ing himfelf for fome months, my mother 
rather hoped was the cafe ; but no, the mar- 
riage was ¢o de, and the circumftances under 
which it occurred were fo fingular, I muft 
relate the whole affair as briefly as poffible. 
One night, my mother had retired’ to reft 


at her ufual hour after the accuftomed family 


© prayer in our fitting-room, and it might have 


been on the ftroke of nine o'clock, when the 
lad who looked to the clofing of the outer 
doors, putting up the bars and fuch-like pre- 
cautions againft the attacks of bad idle ne'er 
do-weels, called to Niel M‘Eachan to look 
out, for there was a boat nearing the fhore— 
the lights were to be {een flickering on the 
water. This appearance of a boat at fuch an 
hour caufed much furprife, but my kind 
mother, with the ufual feeling of Highland 
hofpitality, immediately arofe from herbed 
to prepare for the reception of fome friend or 
relation, who, as fhe imagined, was*to put up 


at Miltoun. ‘Angus and I were faft afleep in 











Might is Right. 


Ine 








our little beds, which were in a fmall dreffing- 
room adjoining my mother’s; nor did we wake, 
antil the found of feuffling in the room below 
and on the ftairs, and a loud fcream from 
our mother, made us fpring up and ruth to 
the door, when what fhould we fee, but my 
mother pale as afhes, and almoft fainting, in 
the arms of Hugh Armadale, who was fore-* 
ing her down the ftairs!’ There were a num- 
ber of men, who, obedient to the orders of 
their mafter, kept back the fervants from 
rendering any afliftance. Niel caught me up 
in his arms, but two of the ruffians feized and 
| carried us off to the boat. We fcreamed very 
i loud, being frightened by fo many great ‘big 
men, for there were eight of them befides the 
piper, who, to add to the confufion, played as 
noify mufic as he could for the purpofe, as we 
! afterwards heard, of preventing our fcreams 
from being of fervice by aroufing the neigh- 
bours. My poor mother was far too agitated 


| to refit being thus forcibly torn from her 





Violent 
love. 
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Forced. 





home, She was placed in the boat by 
Armadale, and in a tone of voice in which 
affection was blended with exultation, he was 
overheard to whifper, “ Now you are mine, 
no other man on earth fhall have you.” Niel 
fought like a lion to proteét his kind friend, 
but what was his fingle ftrength againft fo 


" many fturdy boatmen? It is true the neigh- 


bours came to the refcue, but their attempts 
to aid the diftreffed lady were of no avail. 
Thus it was, that by the means of reforting 
to a fpecies of outrage, my mother was forced 
into a marriage fo abhorrent to her, and 
although moft probably the friends for whom 
I am writing thefe pages, may deem the man- 
ner by which Armadale obtained a wife, 
ftrange and highly reprehenfible, yet it was 
an expedient that was then not uncommon 
in the Highlands. In courfe of time my 
mother became not only reconciled, but alfo 
attached, to the man who had always loved 
her fo devoted{y, and by his affectionate atten- 








All’s Well. 








tions and kindnefs to her children, her heart 
was gradually weaned from her former ad- 
mirer, whom fhe had fo much preferred, and 
was given now exclufively to her hufband, 


This event made a material difference in 





the family arrangements. Our home was 
now at Armadale Houfe, the property of our, 
ftepfather, and it was agreed that until Angus 
was of age to look to it himfelf, the farm of 
Miltoun fhould be fet to a tenant who would 
be careful of the ftock, and take an intereft 
in keeping the place in order, 

There were fome families in the neighbour- 
hood with whom my mother foon became 
intimate. A laird named M‘Dougal had a 
very nice wife, who was very amiable and of 
good manners, which latter quality was not 
poffefled by all the ladies at that period, for 
truly the greater number were very deficient 
in education, in fa, far behind the girls 
of the prefent day; and there certainly was 


a roughnefs of expreffion and an awkward 
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Rowans bluntnefs in their ways, which, until they were 
well known, and people had an opportunity 
of appreciating the intrinfic worth of their 
| difpofition, would have impreffed a ftranger 
unfavourably, But our friend Mrs M‘Dougal 
was a true fpecimen of a Scottifh gentle- 
woman, quiet and retiring, of an interefting 
appearance, to which was united a mind of 
fterling good fenfe, with a natural dignity of 
addrefs that charmed every one of her friends 
and acquaintance. I have found by experi- 
ence the influence induced throughout the 
Flora philo- events of life, by contrast, a word of great 
meaning, which refers to a charaéteriftic vein, 
«| that like a filver thread, runs through the entire 
fyftem of exiftence. It is by the force of 
contrast, that we are impreffed with a defire of 
admiration for virtue, anda hatred of evil. We 
are urged by it to endeavour to acquire the one 
and avoid the other. It is a fpecies of lever, 
which works in our nature—a kind of inward 


monitor to regulate our feelings of right and 





ant 











Beauty and the Beafi. 
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wrong. Certainly M‘Dougal of Rowans 
Dyke, Mrs M‘Dougal’s gude mon, was a 
ftriking contraft to his wife, yet I do not fay 
this in any unamiable fenfe of the word, but 
in allufion to his general appearance and man- 
ner; a more worthy man could not be found, 
fearch where one might; he was a thoroughly 
upright, ftraightforward character, univerfally 
beloved by all claffes; and if his rough, noify 
habits gained him no admirers, the goodnefs 
of heart that di@ated every aétion, excufed 
his want of courtefy. Decidedly our excel- 
lent friend was not a ladies’ man, and every 
one wondered at Mrs M‘Dougal’s want of 
tafte, in having taken him in marriage. 
However, they always feemed, and I believe 
were, a very happy couple. They had a 
fon and a daughter, Jamie and Jeffie, the 
former was at this time about fixteen, 
and Jeffie might be fourteen, for fhe was 
fome years my fenior, yet that difference was 


not heeded, and we became great friends. 


Rough 
diamond. 








—_—— 











Autobiography of Flora M'Donald. 












A ne’er-do- 
weel, 











She took after her mother in difpofition, being 
fenfible and fteady ; but as for Jamie, no one 
much liked him, his ways were not approved 
by our careful mother, who always faid he 
was a ne'er-do-weel, who would give his 
parents a fore heart, unlefs they looked more 
after him; but his father only laughed at his 
follies, faying, “ It was impoffible to ftick old 
heads on young fhoulders, and that Jamie in 
time would e’en do as weel as his neighbours, 
who might as weel keep a civil tongue in their 
heads.” Such were the replies the ill-judging 
father made to thofe who complained of the 
idle lad’s delinquencies ; for there was not a 
kail-yard but was trodden down, and every 
orchard was rifled, and the poultry-yards in- 
vaded by the mifchievous youth. We often 
faw from our back windows the unhappy ducks 
and fowls in a ftate of commotion; and when 
not-looking out, the noife of their cackling told 
us, that Mafter James was throwing fticks and 
ftones amongft them, And fo rude as he was! 








St 


Feffie and Famie. 








For when Jeffie or I expoftulated with him, 
he would take hold of the tip of his nofe, 
grin like an ugly ape, telling us to mind the 
kail in the pot, and he would fee to it while 
in the yard. Oh! he wasa favage that Jamie 
M‘Dougal, and, as my mother prediéted, his 
ill-conduét in later years, was a great grief to 
his over-indulgent parents; not but that poor” 
Mrs M‘Dougal did all fhe could to corre& 
him; this, however, was a ufele(s attempt, 
while he had an ill-judging father to juftify 
and {creen the mifchievous actions of his rude 
fon, As might be fuppofed, this lad received 
fearcely any education, for it was not to be 
expected that the laird either had the capa- 
bility or the defire to inftruét him, and his 
mother could as foon have governed the winds 
as her headftrong boy; fo Mafter Jamie only 
acquired the meagre knowledge of reading 
and writing, to which was added a fprinkling 
of cyphering, that the village dame-fchool _ 
afforded. He was fent there, to pick up 
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what he chose to learn, being’ perfectly un- 
Datiful manageable at home. With Jeffie it was 
daughter. 


quite the reverfe, for fhe took pleafure in 
reading, and daily préfited by the able in- 
firuction which her mother was fo well 


capable of imparting to her daughter—Mrs 


M‘Dougal having reccived the advantage of 


a {chool education in one of the large towns 
in England, which was an unufual circum- 
ftance at this period. She was, well ac- 
quainted with the French language, and alfo 
read a little of the Italian, but fuch know- 


ledge after all was of little ufe; for foreign 


‘books were rarely to be met with in our out 


of the world diftri@, and as for dreaming of 
vifiting any other country than our own, or 
even venturing fo far as England, no one 
ever thought of fuch an event being poflible. 
I can fancy the laird’s aftonifhment had fuch 
an idea been fuggefted to the good worthy 
man ! No, we were a ftay-at-home neighbour- 


hood, happy amongft ourfelves, and not defir- 
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ous of change. I do not remember having 
feen a large town, until I was fent for a fhort 
time to a {chool in Edinbro’, and yet I never 
had a dull moment; for my mother and ftep- 
father fo frequently had friends and relations 
vifiting at Armadale, while Angus and I were 
children; and when years paffed on, our toys 
were thrown afide—by my brother to give 
place for the manly {ports of fithing and fhoot- 
ing, and by me to be replaced with a fpinning- 
wheel and fampler, I can truly fay I never 
found the days too long. My mother was 
an early rifer, and from childhood I had been 
accuftomed to take a walk before our family 
breakfaft ; this is a habit I stil] retain, and 
even now, when no longer able to undertake 
long walks, I fhould not feel comfortable 
through the day without having had my morn- 
ing ftroll. The Highland climate is certainly 
damp and changeable, but there is fearcely a 
fingle day in which there is not a poflibility 


. 
of taking out-door exercife. My warm cloth 
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cloak and hat always hung on a peg near the 
entrance door, and with thick shoes, what 
was the rain, or even fhow to me? Often 
have I returned from an early walk, and on 
taking my place at the breakfaft-table, have 
been accofted by my good-humoured ftep- 
father with his fmiling remark, “Welcome 
‘Flory—and how is our Highland rofe this 
morning?” in allufon to my cheeks, which 
then were blooming and ruddy. 

The M‘Donalds of Largo in Argylefhire 
were very dear friends of ours; often was the 
time I went to them, pafling fometimes 
weeks under their hofpitable roof, for after 
my return from fchool, my mother did not 
obje@ to my vifiting about a little; and my 
brother, then about fifteen, a dear, amiable 
lad (oh, how fond I was of Angus!) had a 


nice rowing boat, in which we fpent fo much 





time, fcudding about from one ifland to 
another, and were fo frequently on the water, 


that whenever I was miffed at home, the 














| Angus and Flora, 





fervants, on feeing the boat unmoored, knew 
their young miftrefs was off with Majfter 
Angus. He was my efcort on thefe friendly 
vifits; I fancy I fee now before me the fmall 
portmanteau containing an extra drefs or two, 
which my brother threw under the rowing 
feat, Indeed, this box attained quite a cele- 
brity in the neighbourhood, being fo well 
known, that if a corner of the leather cover- 
ing chanced to peep out from under Anguf’s 
legs, the conflant remark was, “ Hey, Mifs 
Flora, and where may ye be ganging to 





noo?” to which my brother would reply, “ he 
was not going to drown me this time.” Oh! 
those were merry happy days, and many were 
the feraps of Gaelic fongs we amufed ourfelves 


by finging while rowing in the little boatie! 





A friend of my ftepfather was Sir Alexan- 
der M‘Donald, who with his lady refided at 
Mugftat. She was Lady Margaret, one of 
the beautiful daughters of the Earl of Eglin- 






toun, and Sir Alexander was generally looked 
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upon as the Chief of the Ifle-of-Skye branch 
of the M‘Donalds. At their houfe I ufed to 
ftay very often; indeed they were fo kind as 
to fend for me whenever vifitors arrived at 
Mugftat. Lady Margaret was fo lively and 
agreeable, it was a pleafure to be with her, 
and her ladythip’s friendfhip for me I shall 
“ever remember with grateful feelings. Such 
a graceful, elegant creature fhe was, with a 
heart fo foft and gentle, fo femininely alive 
to the wants and diftreffes of her poorer 





neighbours, that whenever, in the hour of 
trial or bereavement, comfort and confola- 
tion were required, they ever found fympathy 
in Lady Margaret’s kindnefs. 

We had alfo fome relations who refided 
at Kingfburgh, a property a few miles 
from Mugftat. The proprietor, Alexander 
M‘Donald, was a dear old man, a true- 
bred Highland gentleman, who aéted in the 
capacity of factor of the Mugftat eftate. He 


was on terms of the warmeft friendfhip with 
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Sir Alexander, who placed the higheft con- 
fidence in his uprightnefs and integrity. His 
wife was one of the Caftletoun M‘Donalds, 
They had a family of two fons and a 
daughter—Allan, John, and Anne, with 
whom my brother and I became very well 
known, as we fo frequently went over to 
Mogftat and Kingfbury, and they ufed to ftay, 
| with us at Armadale ; particularly Allan, who, 
although he was fome years older than. 
Angus, was one of his conftant companions. 
The M‘Donalds of Clanranald were 
relations of ours on my father’s fide; we 
were on the moft friendly terms, and faw a 
good deal of them. He was the chief of 
Clanranald, a fine hale-looking man, noble 
both in appearance and chara@er. His 
lady was an amiable perfon and very comely. 
They lived at Ormaclade in Benbecula. 
Young Clanranald was a fine lad with an 
! open expreflive countenance. He afterwards 


| entered the Britifh army, and was gazetted to 
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a regiment about the fame time as Allan 
Kingfburgh. While they were boys, my 
brother was much with them—the wee boaties, 
or “Highland cars, were continually going 
backwards and forwards. A wedding was 5]. 
an oceurrence that caufed us fo much prepara. 4 
tion and excitement, be the weather what it 
might, no fnow if ankle deep, of froft, would 
keep us from joining the expected fcene of 
merriment. . ; 

At the houfes of the principal Highland 
gentry, there was always a family piper, who _ 
thought it no hardthip to ftrike up his pipes 
to the tunes of the beft reels and ftrath{peys 
for hours together ; really fometimes I have 
felt quite forry for the poor man, his face 
would become fo red and “puffed with 
exertion ; however, to ftop him would not 
only have hart™ his pride, but have been a 
vain attempt, for pipe away he would even 
to the winds, if no one danced to his mufic, 
The pipers are ftill to be heard in large 










Highland Merriment. 


“ houfes ; but I fuppofe that added years gver 

my head, or the frequency of the found of 
the pipes, has in a degree leffencd the enthu- 
fiafm with. which I formerly heard them. 






Donald M‘Kay was my ftepfather's piper, . 





who was always on duty when the party was 





large enough go mufter a reel or two, and we | 
danced in the hall, not to difturb the bei” 
room, which was nicely carpeted: we did not 






mind a ftone floor, for young feet will hop 
about on anything. The walls echoed our 
merriment on thefe occafions, and the abund- 
ance of fhortbread, and nice fpiced buns hot 
from the oven, that quickly vanifhed from the 
refrefhment board, to which was added a 
little weak whitky toddy, thowed we were 
not remifs in the eating tind drinking way. * 
Oh! thofe were happy days of youth, at 
which period every trifling event that, at a 
more diftant date, ryould be paffed over as too 
infignificant to fill a niche in the memory, is 


tinged with the rofeate hue of innocent 
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enjoyment, making the hours of country life 
as pleafurable to the rural laffie, as the 
elegant bail-room affords its delights to the 
fathionable Englith belle. 

I remember, at one of thefe focial gather- 
ings, how a group of young folks being to- 
gether in a corner, a young man, Sandy 
! *M‘Gregor, was telling us a curious tale of an 
aunt of his, who was gifted (if such it may be 
called) with the peculiar faculty poffeffed by 
fome Highlanders, called amongft us “ iecond 
fight.” It is termed in Gaelic “ Taibhse,” 
which means a vifion or a speétre, and may 
be confidered as a kind of impreffion made, 
either by the mind upon the eye, or by the 
eye upon the mind, by which means events 
diftant or near at hand are feen as if vifibly 
prefent. I heard a great deal of this from an 
old goflip in Uift, who was conftantly feeing 
fome: ftrange things, fometimes early in the 
morning, or at noonday, and although fhe 
faid nothing, ‘the folk around knew by her 
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earneft gaze in one part of the room, in a 
fixed, vacant flare of the upturned eyes, that 
the either faw, or fancied fhe faw, all the 
afterwards told us. Many a death this old 
| feer has prediéted, from having feen the 


people in their fhrouds, and a feat appearing 


empty when occupied, in which cafe the - 


perfon in the chair would fhortly die. When 
a young woman, in one of thefe deliriums 
the faw a handfome hovfe, with laid-out 
gardens, on a barren piece of rough ground, 
fituated on a fpot where fhe had never been 


herfelf. People joked at her, but the woman- 


was pofitive that what fhe ttated was, or 
; would be fact; and truly fo it has turned 
i out: fhe has lived to fee a noble property in 
the place fhe predicted ; and the fpot ‘particu- 
larly alluded to is the identical fite of the 
houfe now inhabited by friends of Clan- 
ranald’s, people whom he knew- while vifiting 
South. We often derived amufement in 


liftening to this canny old dame, nay, F will 
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confefs, fhe fometimes frightened us with 

awful tales of things that had, and would, 

come to pafs. She was thought to be half 

daft, and perhaps might have been. However, 

all fhe faid was very curious about her 
MGregor's wonderful vifions and fo forth, The lady 
young M‘Gregér fpoke of was frequently 
attacked in the fame way, and although fhe 
lived a long way from us, we had heard 
ftrange things that fhe had feen and prediéted, . 
but none fo extraordinary as the fa&t he re- 
lated to us and the little party mentioned 
above. His aunt,a good and charitable lady, 
was much amongft the poor in her neigh- 
. bourhood, knowing them all by name, and 
entering with intereft into the particulars of 
their humble houfeholds and family troubles. 
Amongft thefe poor people were two families 
of fifhermen—Sandie Nicolfon and Donald 
Murchifon. I am particular in giving their 
names, wifhing to narrate precifely what 
young M‘Gregor told us. “My aunt,” said 








Dool and Wae. 





he, had been fatiguing herfelf the previous 
day, fo, instead of rifing the next morning at 
her ufual hour, fhe refted in bed. However, do 
not fancy fhe was afleep, and therefore fup- 


pofe what followed was a dream, for fhe was 


wide awake, converfing with an attendant in 


the room, when the ufual fymptoms of a . 


vifion feized her—the uplifted eyes intently 
gazing at the top of the bed, at a fheet 
which was ftretched over the tefter to keep 
the duft-from the furniture. She remained 
in this ftate for about a quarter of an hour, 
and then flowly looked around, rubbing her 
eyes, as if to hide from them an unpleafant 
fight. She fighed deeply while preparing to 
rife from her bed. The fervant advifed her 
remaining where fhe was. ‘ What!’ faid the, 
‘would ye have me reft quiet when there’s 
grief and bitter anguifh in the houfe of the 
widow and wee orphan bairns? Ay! it’s 
all true — J fee it all —and there ’s mony a 


heart fair with forrow at this moment.’ She 





An hour in 
a trance. 
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tranflated. 





haftily dreffed herfelf, and while doing fo, 
was obferved to look earneftly at the fheet. 
“Ay, Madge! there they baith are! Puir 
laddies! their death-faces are fearful to fee. 
That fheet is the fhroud of Sandie Nicolfon 
and Donald Murchifon. Ob, how ghaftly 
they look! But hark! I hear-the gudewife's 
lament, and the cry of the bairns. Madge, 
let us go to comfort them.’ The fervant 
obeyed, but, as fhe afterwards faid, more with 


_ the defire of humouring her miftrefs, than — 


from the belief of what fhe ftated, confider- 
ing the circumftance fo highly improbable of 


“that particular fheet being ufed for fuch a 


purpofe. However, fhe followed her miftrefs 
towards the village, taking their way along 
the road. A fad fcene of diftrefS awaited 
them, for in Murchifon’s cottage, on a chaff 
mattrefs in a corner of the room, lay his body, 
and alfo the corpfe of his companion, Sandie 
Nicolfon! They had been out in a failing 
boat, which had been fuddenly capfized by a 
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ftrong guft of-wind, and both the poor 
fellows were drowned. The bodies were juft | ochone! 


brought in, and one of the poor wives, while 
wringing her hands in an agony of grief, afked 
my aunt to forgive the great liberty fhe had 
taken, by fending to the ‘big houfe’ (as the 
villagers termed it) for a fhect to cover the 
poor men decently, ‘ Ay, that ye fhall have,” 
puir bodie, and anything elfe that ye need.’ 
While fo faying, my aunt glanced fignificantly 
at Madge, who turned pale at the recollec- 
tion of what her miftrefs had fo lately faid; 
and the faéts were precifely as fhe had fated; 
for-on the meffenger-boy reaching the houfe, 
and afking the loan of a fheet, my aunt 
having put away the key of the linen-clofet, ; 
the cook, not liking to difturb the beds, pulled 
down the extra one that covered the bed in 
her miftrets’s room, and hurriedly gave it to 
the boy, whom my aunt met on returning 
“ home, with that identical fheet under his arm! 


My aunt looked thoughtful and grave, and 
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as for poor Madge,” said young M‘Gregor, 
laughing, “I think the will fcarce get over 
her fright. Perhaps the confiders my dear old 
aunt is a kind of witch.” 

Such was the curious ftory we young people 
were attentively liftening to, with alarmed 
looks, and cheeks paled with fright ; indeed, 

“Sandie was forry he had faid fo much, feeing 
the effect on fome.of the party. “But really,” 
faid he, “I am fo accuftomed to hear fuch 
ftrange hiftories from my aunt of what the is 
conftantly feeing, that I often joke with the 
old lady, which makes her furious; so pray do 
not mind what I have juft now been telling 
you, and let us have a jolly reel. Come! the 
piper is about to ftrike up.” So faying, we 
got up, and began jigging away as merrily as 


ifno ghoftly ftory had checked our gaiety. It 


was all very well in Sandie to try to laugh off 
the peculiarities of his aunt’s ftrange gift; but 
he had told me before that he fully believed 
in all the faw and prediGted; ay, and at the 





Things not Dreamt of. 


proper place in this memorial of my life’s 

experience, I {hall have a fimilar circumftance 

to recount. As to the queftion of my belief 
in the fecond fight, that opinion is as naught 

when abler perfons give credence to it, from 

teftimony received by themfelves from people 

of the higheft truth and probity, whofe ftate- 

ments they could not doubt. All I can fay on* 
the fubje& is, that moft thankful I feel not 

to poffefs fuch a melancholy faculty, which 

may be confidered as a curfe inftead of a 

bleffing for thofe who are fo, as I think, 

afflicted. ‘ 

But although I was always glad to vifit 
about, as it was an agreeable change from our 
quiet home, yet I was not able to devote 
much time to my own enjoyments, for in 
whatever {phere we move, there are always 
our various duties, home duties, which muft 
not be negle&ted; and, in my cafe, I had to 
attend to my mother’s fecond family, who were 


delicate children. Two of them died very 
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young, and only my fifter Annabella and two 
younger ones were my little companions. She 
was a dear child, fo pretty and affeétionate, 
with fo much vivacity and quicknefs of com- 
prehenfion, it was a pleafure to give her all 
the inftruétion in my power. The young 
perfon I have before alludéd to who lived at 


“ Armadale, Katie M‘Donald, was yery ufeful 


in looking after the lively child, whom I 
fancy I fee now, ‘flying about the garden, her 
merry eyes {parkling with animation, and her 
generally fmoothly kept hair, in fad diforder 
from the unruly wind. Not that little Mifs 
cared for aught but her own amufement, and 
when fhe and Katie were frolicking about, 
it wag no eafy matter for me to get my little 
pupil quietly within doors. Katie was always 
fereaming to the child in Gaelic, for all our 
attempts to teach the girl Englith were in 
vain: we had tried it for years, but to no 
purpofe. However fhe was an honeft-hearted, 
good girl, and ‘hot wanting in fmartnefs in 
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| everything except {peaking any language but 
her own broad diale&t. In appearance, too, fhe 
was truly a Highland lafs—tall, large-boned, 
bright red hair, and {mall gray eyes, with a. 
freckled fkin. Combine thefe charaéteriftic 
beauties of countenance, and our humble 
friend ftands before my reader. I fay friend, 
4.,for the werthy creature’ proved fo to me in 
after-years, as I fhall mention in due courfe. 
As for that piece of mifchief, Jamie /{?7S.a 
M‘Dougal, he and poor Katie were conftantly 
fparring. There was no peace when he came 
to the houfe, which I am sorry to confefs 
was very often; for at this time I wasa young 
woman, and fadly annoyed to find that the |-» 
headftrong youth greatly admired mo His 
boifterous expreffion of attachment I con- 
fidered as an infult. However, there was no 
remedy: I was obliged to be civil, his parents 
being fuch long friends of our family. At 


length, when he’ found his attentions were not 





acceptable, his manner changed to fulkinefs, 
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so he kept more out of my way; although I 
afterwards heard, he went about vowing 
vengeance againft the perfon I might here- 
after marry. He was univerfally difliked; in- 
deed, at the houfes where the young people 
affembled, we did our beft to exclude the 
riotqus fellow. Why, Maggie, what do you 
‘think he did one night at Kingfburgh? 
While we were in the fitting-room, around a 
Pope Joan table, he rufhed fuddenly amongft 
us, fcreaming out “ Fire! fire! Lads and 
laffes! run away up-ftairs to Kingfburgh’s 
bedroom!” Of courfe all haftened up- 
ftairs in the greateft alarm; as for poor 
Mrs M‘Donald, I thought fhe would have 
dropped. When lo! and behold! there 
ftood the mifchievous wight in the hall, laugh- 
ing ready to kill himfelf. “ Ay,” fhouted he, 
“there ye all go! one fool makes many!"’ which 
faying might have been applied to Mr Jamie 
himfelf, for his abfurd folly fn frightening all 
the party, efpecially our amiable hoftefs, who 





Anything but Fun. 


was naturally a weakly perfon. Now I muft 
tell you what the ridiculous youth’ had done, 
He got one of the fervants to give him the key 
ofa clofet in Kingfburgh’s room, in which were 


a number of the old gentleman’s wigs. Thefe 


he got all together, and tied them ap by 
the bag tails, to the top of the bed. Op! I 
fuppofe there were at leaft twenty of them, 


of various fhades and fizes, fwinging and 
twifting about! It was impoffible not to 
laugh, for the effe& was moft ludicrous, But 
he was too old to commit fuch folly, and fo 
rude to behave in fuch a manner in another 
perfon’s houfe. So, on difcovering the falfe _ 
alarm raifed by the mifchievous Jamie, we 
returned to our game, and there he ftood 
with his back to the fire, grinning like a red 
ogre, and calling us all “affes for our pains.” 
We looked very grave at him, which probably 
not pleafing the gentleman, he left the room, 
poffibly for the ftable-yard, where he would 


find fociety more congenial fo his tafe. He 
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> were good enough for fuch a fet of “ ftuck 


* maternity,” as he ufed to call her; but his 
“father feemed to like him all the better’ for- 


never dréffed himfelf like any other of the 
young men, faying that any fort of clothes 


up” people as we all were. Well, fo much 
for one of Jamie’s mad freaks. Ob! how he 


did vex his amiable lady-like mother—‘ his 


his vulgarity. i 
A few months from this time, however, faw 





Jamie far away from his native hills, for he 
took a whim in his half-cracked brain of going 
to fea, much to the vexation of his parents, 
who, oppofing his wifhes, a violent altercation 
between the undutiful youth and his father 
ended by his running about the village from 
one houfe to another, abufing his parents and 
every one who attempted to give advice. 

As for poor me, I came in for my fhare of 
his violence; for although, on feeing him near- 
ing the houfe, I hoped to avoid a meeting, he 
faw me through the window, and abruptly- 
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entering the room, caught me by the ‘hands, 





while he poured forth a volley of profeffions 
of what he called love, declaring that if I 4 
again refufed him he would inftantly leave his 
home, “ ay, and for ever, Mifs Flora, fo you’ll 
have my fate on your confcience.” Although 
half-frightened by his impetuofity, I  ftill 
adhered to my former rejection, on which ~ 
he dathed away my hands, roaring out, 
loud enough to be heard by all in the house, ; 
“Oh! how mighty fine we are! Jamie Fania 
M‘Dougal is not good enough fora fimple ae 
! Highland laf! But havea care, my fine lady! _ 
or perhaps your dainty airs may land you in a. 
garret yet before you die. Now hearken to my 
words: Ifever you marry”’—here he mentioned 
the name of one for whom he thought 
I had a preference,—* that fellow who is 
eternally here, I'll have his life, ay, if I come 
from the other fide of the earth to thoot him.” 
The favage fhook his clenched fift with an air 
of defiance, and darted from the houfe. 
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= Thofe were the laft words I heard from him, 
and I nevér told Angus, or they would have 
quarrelled finely. The following day he left 
Rowans Dyke, taking nothing with him but 
a kind of knapfack, and went off to fea, We 
found out afterwards he was taken on board 
a merchant veffel, of which he fubfequently 
became a mate. He only had the grace to 
write once to his diftreffed parents. Poor 
Jamie! I can pity him now; for his fate was 
very melancholy, as I fhall relate by and 
by. ; 

Kingfburgh’s daughter, Anne M‘Donald, 
was near my age, and we were very clofe 
friends, 

One day I was at a {pinning wheel, my 
mother engaged about fome fewing, with no 
found to difturb us, but the whir-whir of 
the wheel, when our attention was drawn to 
a {mall boat rapidly nearing the fhore, in 
which was feated my friend Anne. “ Ay,” 


faid my mother, “there ’s no need of a 
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long guefs as to why fhe comes here all alone.” 
I fmiled, and tried to look wondrous wife 
while rifing to fet afide the wheel. Anne 
greeted us in her ufual warm manner, adding, 
“T’m here, Mrs M‘Donald, to give you fome 
bonnie news.” 

“Oh! laffie, we know it; and when is it all 
to be?” 

“Well, as you are fo well informed, I may 
{pare myfelf the telling to you and dear Flory, 
of my intended marriage with—with ”?—~ 
She laughed while trying to hide the bluth 
that fo quickly covered her fair face. 

“With Ranald M‘Alifter, to Be fure, dear 
Anne,” faid my mother. ‘‘Why, every one has 
fettled that affair for you months agone, Old 
eyes are clear-fighted enough, when they are 
determined to make ufe of them, and ye could 
na have done a wifer a than by accepting 
the troth of fic a gude laddie; he's fteady 
and weel-to-do in the world. I give ye joy 


with all my heart, dear child, arid pray ye may 
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baith be as happy as two blithe young 
birdies. 

She kiffed the glowing cheeks of the fair 
bride-ele@; and, after a little joking, I caught 
her hand to hurry her into my private room, 
but not until I had given her a verfe of the 
Highland ditty, 

« Hey the bonnie, ho the bonnie, _ 
Hey the bonnie breft-knots ”— 
afong fo popular at all the Highland wed- 
dings. é 

Anne was very confidential, told me every 
particular, as to when and how the offer was 
made; of her future happy home, to which 
fhe was fo foon (ina fortnight) to be taken ; 
of all the clothes ber mother was preparing, — 
and of the company expeéted to witnefs the 
marriage. 

Of courfe, my father, mother, and myfelf, 
were not only to be invited, but I was to be 
her bridefmaid. “And to add to all my 
happinef&, deaf Flory,” {aid fhe, tears of joy 
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quivering on her pretty dark lathes, “my 
beloved parents are fo pleafed, and love my- 
Ranald as if he already belonged to them, 
which makes me feel fo light and joyous, oh! 
I could fly over the moon, I am fo very, very 
happy. Now, dear Flory, time foon flips 


away, fo begin arranging a drefs to do honour 


to my lovely gown of foft muflin, garnifhed 
with knots of fatin ribbons, to be worn over a 
pale cream-coloured quilted farcenet petticoat 
—oh ! fo pretty it will be! don’t you think fo? 
And, Flory dear, the ribbons are coming all 
the way from Invernefs, from the fineft fhop 
there. And then Ranald’s father is to give me 
a brooch and ear-rings, and a veft clafp that 
belonged to Strathaird’s great grandmother. 
How I hope the good old lady will kindly be 
pleafed by my wearing it, for otherwife I may 
fee her ghoft, and- but, as I live, there’s 
Allan croffing in the boat, fo good-bye, dear 
Flora; kifs me, darling.” She flew out of the 
room, telling me to be fure to cbme to Kingf- 
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burgh very foon, adding, as her pretty face 
peeped in at the door with an arch fmile, 
“and Allan fhall fee you fafe home again; 
will he be a bore, bonnie laffie ?"” 

She went off laughing merrily—I had no 
time to fay a word. And what could I have 
faid at that moment that my tell-tale cheeks 
would not have denied? for fcarcely to my own 
heart would I have confeffed the ftrong feeling 
of preference for Allan Kingfburgh I had 
always entertained was daily gaining a firmer 
hold on my affeétions; yet, rather than have 
openly acknowledged this fact, I would have 


- funk into the earth, for he had never told me 


I was aught to him beyond being the deareft 
friend of his fifter. 

Thus refted the matter at that time; yet 
the hint of difcovery of my heart’s only fecret, 
as fhown in the merry countenance of his 
fitter, determined me to be more cautious 
in concealing the ftate of my feelings from 


Allan. I havé heard, in recent years, that my 
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friends fufpeéted I had an attachment, it 
having become known how many offers I had 
rejected, and among them eligible ones. Our 
friends will fettle fuch like affairs, always 
imagining that if a girl paffes her teens with- 
out entering the magic circle of marriage, 
there muft exift fome ftrong motive for re- 
maining in fingle bleffednefs, the reafon of 
courfe being an early attachment, which con- 
vinces the worthy goflips, that the old adage is 


perfeétly true that “ the courfe of love feldom- 


runs fmooth.” 

And when Anne M‘Donald’s wedding-day 
came, the weather was fair, the fun fhining 
cheerfully on the head of the bonnie bride. 
All the invited friends were merry, and many 
were the lively jokes cracked on the happy 
occafion. The moon fhone brightly when the 
hour arrived for the departure of the young 
couple, and a gaily-decked boat was ready to 
land them at Strathaird, which was to be the 


future home of my dear friend. I need not 
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fay what a happy day I had paffed, for her 
brother’s attentions to me had never before 
been fo marked; and although not abfolutely 
engaged by word of mouth, yet we. felt we 
thoroughly underftood each other. Ay, from 
that day I refolved to accept the love of no 
man while Allan M‘Donald was fingle: no | 
promife was given, but my heart was pledged. 
It alfo gave me fatiffa@tion to fee, that his 
parents, as well as my mother and kind ftep- 


father, to all appearance did not difapprove— 


they muft have feen what was going on. 

But I will now leave my own affairs, and 
pafs on to a later period; when a tinge of 
gravity fell on moft of the Highland families; 
for the ufual quietude of our little homefteads 
was likely to be ruffled by the arrival on our 
fhores of many perfons fent from England to 
fpy out the political ftate of the country, 
people who tried to conceal their genuine 
motives under the mafk of a frank fincerity in 
manner, tHat ifthe end did much damage to 
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the Jacobite caufe, as they gained fo great. 
an infight into local affairs, which was turned 
againft us at a diftant time. 

The caufe I allude to was the probable 
coming over from foreign parts of our bonnie 
Prince, Charles Edward Stuart, to fuftain his 
father’s right to the crown of Great Britain. 
For months there had been furmifes as to what* 
would be attempted by an energetic young 
man, refolved to defend his birthright, and 
fnatch the crown from the ufurper’s head. 
The Highland lads and laffes were in my 
young days early infpired with a fenfe of 
their country’s wrongs, and a burning defire 
of freedom from the yoke of the Saffenach. 
Full well do I remember thofe lines— 


“ Geordie fits in Charlie’s chair; 
The de’il tak him for fitting there.” 


Now perhaps this Geordie, or George II., as 
the Britith people named him, was a good 
kind of man; but we wanted our own rightful 


King; and about this time, ja. January 1744, 
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all parts of Scotland were thrown into a ftate 
of excitement on hearing that Prince Charlie | 
had really left Rome by ftealth, difguifed as a 
Spanifh courier, attended by only one fervant, 
who was fuppofed to be a kind of Secretary. 

Cold water, After being expofed to many hazards, he 
managed to reach Paris on the 20th January, 





* and begged an interview with the French King, 
which was refufed; therefore he left Paris for 
fome retired place on the coaft, where he could 
confult with a few adherents, and arrange 
final matters for declaring war with England. 
But difappointed in his hopes of having aid 
from Louis XV., and alfo being diffuaded by 
many influential Scotch people, the plan of 
attack was given up, nor was it thought of 
again until June 1745, when he was vifiting a 
young French nobleman, the Duc de Bouillon, 
occupying himfelf in hunting, fithing and 
fhooting. 

One day the Prince confided to his friend 


his intention of. proceeding to Scotland, un- 
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known to his royal father; and fucceeded in 
doing fo, by embarking on the 26th June, 
accompanied by the Marquis of Tullibardine, 
Sir Thomas Sheridan (formerly his Royal 
Highnefs’s tutor), Sir John M‘Donald of the 
Spanith fervice, Francis Strickland, and George 
Kelly, a prieft. Alfo Aineas M‘Donald, a 
banker in Paris, and O'Sullivan, were with 
him. Many others alfo joined him; and in 
the difguife of a ftudent of a French college 
the royal youth firft put foot on Scottith 
ground. . 

One of our relations has left a journal, in 
which the Prince’s appearance is thus de- 
feribed. He was then on board the veflel, 
from which he had not yet landed, and he had 
a kind of tent on the deck :—‘ There entered 
the tent” (wrote Mr M‘Donald) “a tall youth 
of moft agreeable afpeét, in a plain black coat, 
with a plain fhirt, not very clean, and a cam- 
bric ftock fixed with a plain filver buckle; a 
fair round wig out of the buckle, a plain hat 
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with a canvas ftring, having one end fixed to 
one of his coat buttons; he had black 
ftockings and brafs buckles in his thoes. 
At his firft appearance I felt my heart fwell 
to my very throat.” 

It was on the 25th July the Prince landed 
near Borodale, a farm belonging to Clanran- 
ald, and was foon furrounded with adherents, 
with a guard of one hundred men, who were 
all entertained by M‘Donald of Borodale, It 
was on this occafion that Charlie drank the 
grace-cup in Englifh, Not a word of our 
Gaelic did the puir laddie know. But a 
gentleman prefent rofe and gave the King’s 
(James’s) health in Gaelic—“< Deochs laint an 
Reogh,” which the dear Prince, after afking 
what it meant, repeated very diftin@ly. 

Thus it was that, by fuch fimall yet grace- 
ful condefcenfions, he gained the hearts of 
all, fo that recruits were foon beat up for 
“The Yellow-haired Laddie.” 

From Borodale, Charles went to Kinloch- 
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moidart, a diftance of about feven miles, where 
he remained while the chiefs friendly to the 
caufe were affembling their clans, to be in 
readinefs to march with Cameron of Lochiel 
to the appointed place of meeting, in the 
vale of Glenfinnan at the head of Loch Shiel, 
on which ‘fpot the Prince was to plant his 
banner. The flag was of filk, blue, white, and” 
red, but there was no motto on it. The 
Marquis of Tullibardine was favoured by 
unfurling this important ftandard, and in a 
loud voice he proclaimed the Prince’s royal 
father, as “ James VIIL, by the grace of God 
King of Scotland, England, and Ireland, De- 
fender of the Faith,” &c. The animated 
appearance of the ufually quiet glen, now 
refounding with the martial ftrains of our 
dear bagpipe, the Prince at the head of 
twelve hundred brave, devoted Highlanders, 
all willing to rifk their lives in his fervice, was 
truly a fight to infpire the hearts of all around 
with lively feelings of hope. Iam proud to 
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write that almoft the firft chief who joined 



















the flandard was a M‘Donald of Keppoch, 
with three hundred clanfmen, and a valu- 
able horfe was prefented to the Prince by 
M ‘Donald of Tierndrioch. ‘ 

I think there muft have been a peculiar 
vein runuing in the heart of every M‘Donald, 
“of love and devoted affection for their Prince 
beyond that of other clans. Am I illiberal 
in this remark? However, my reader muft 
bear with me; and remember, Maggie, I 
mutt be privileged in my little MS. to enter 
my own ideas. Yes; I am proud of being 
a M‘Donald, both by birth and marriage, 
who, had I been a man, would have laid 
down my life in the caufe of the Royal 
Stuarts. How little did I dream at this period 
of ever being of fervice to a member of our 
royal family ! 

But to continue. It was fingular that, 
when the raifing of the ftandard at Glen- 
finnan took place, there fhould have been an 
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Englifh officer prefent, who was then a pri- 
foner in the hands of the Highlanders, As 
foon as the ceremonies were concluded, 
Charles courteoufly informed him “he was 
at liberty to depart, and might tell his Gene- 
ral what he had that day witneffed, and that 
the Prince was coming to give him battle.” 
Sir John Cope, Commander-in-Chief in” 
Scotland, was now affembling all the troops 
he could mufter at Stirling, and publicly 
proclaimed a reward of thirty thoufand pounds 
to any one who would feize the Prince “ dead 
oralive.” And I will here take the opportunity 
of ftating, to the credit of our right-minded, 
warm-hearted countrymen, to whom the temp- 
tation of poffeffing fuch riches muft have been 
great, that the barbarous offer was from every 
quarter indignantly fpurned. Indeed, the 
feeling of devotion to the Prince was fo ftrong, 
that had a daring hand been ftretched out to 
grafp what was termed by every Highlander 
“ blood-money,” that man and his defcendants 
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“princes ;”” but being obliged to ftudy the 





would have borne the mark of difgrace and 
ignominy. No! thefe poor fellows were ever 
faithful to the caufe they had at heart. The 
Prince was urged to offer the fame fum for 
the head of the EleGtor of Hanover, and for 
feveral days ftoutly oppofed what he termed 


“ 


a practice fo unufual among Chriftian | 





withes of his officers, he at laft yielded, 
faying, he felt certain that no follower of his 
would be guilty of an ad to merit fuch a 
reward. The concluding words in his declara- 
tion were, ‘‘fhould any fatal accident happen 
from hence, let the blame lie entirely at thay 
door of thofe who firft fet the infamous 
example,” 

The Highland army daily augmented its 
forces, and many were the clans who joined 
heart and foul in the expedition, now proceed- 
ing, with the manly Prince at their head, 
towards Edinburgh, His attire was a High- 
land drefs, laced with gold, a laced bonnet 
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with white rofette, a broadfword with a 
green ribbon; but he did not wear a diftin- 
guifhing ftar. He was defcribed as “a well- 
made young man, taller than any in his 
company.” 

His athletic form, and energetic willingnefs 
to fhare with them their hardships and exer- 


tions, was pleafing and encouraging to the * 


honeft fons of the mountain heights, 

On his route he was entertained at the 
houfes of many noblemen and private gentle- 
men; and by the goth Auguft reached Blair, 
the feat of the Duke of Athole (who ran 
-ayay !) the honours of the caftle being done 
by the Marquis of Tullibardine, the ftaunch 
old fupporter of his youthful Prince. He ftayed 
two days, and then went on to Perth, remain- 
ing there a week, to mufter his men and 
colleé& needful supplies. The city granted 
five hundred pounds, befides additions of 
money from his adherents in Edinburgh. 
; While in Perth, the attention he paid to 
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military duties, by rifing early to drill the 
troops, was a caufe of annoyance to the Jadies, 
who had got up a grand ball in his honour; 
for after remaining a fhort time in the room, 


and only dancing once, he made his bow and 





withdrew, faying he would be obliged to 
vifit the fentry-pofts. This difappointed them 
much; but what filly women they muft have 
been, to have confidered their ball of more 
importance than military duties! 

At Perth the Prince was joined by the 
Duke of Perth with two hundred men, and 
Lord George Murray, brother of the Marquis 
of Tullibardine, Both thefe noblemen had 
taken part in the rifing of the clans in 1715. 

The Duke of Perth had a narrow efcape 
foon after attaching himfelf to the Stuart 
caufe, for the Government fent a party of 
foldiers to apprehend him, and their com- 
mander, a Captain Campbell, behaved in a 
very treacherous manner. He partook of the 


Duke’s hofpitality, and when the dinner was 
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nearly over, by which time he imagined his 
troop would be in waiting, he coolly arofe 
from table, took the Duke afide, telling him 
he was his prifoner. 

‘The Duke expreffed aftonifhment, but 
had prefence of mind to requeft to fpeak to a” 
friend privately. This was granted, upon 
which his grace flipped into the kitchen, and 
pafled out by a back entrance into the Park 
at the fame moment that the foldiers were 
coming up the front avenue. He feized the 
firft horfe that was faddled in the yard, and 
galloped off to the Prince’s camp, leaving 
hiss ungrateful gueft to remember the old 
adage— 

“ "Tween cup and lip 
There 's many a flip.” 

While at Perth a party of M‘Donalds feized | a winatan. 
a valuable prize from Dundee, two veffel- 
loads of arms and ammunition, an acceptable 


addition to the troops, who, on the 11th Sep- 





tember began their march towards Edinburgh, 
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which was reached on the forenoon of the 
17th, when the alarm of the inhabitants may 
be imagined; the fire-bell was rung, and a 
meeting fummoned to decide whether or not 
the city fhould be quietly furrendered ! 
While deliberating, a letter was handed by 
1? perfon from the camp, from the Prince, 
demanding immediate poffeffion of the capi- 
tal of Scotland. A deputation was fent to 
the Prince entreating for time to confult on 
the matter, and the Hanoverian troops under 
Colonel Gardiner were drawn up, to the 
amufement and curiofity of a Highland fkir- 
mifhing party, who popping their piftols at 
them, the cowards wheeled round, fcamper- 
ing off as faft as they could, totally heedlefs 
of their officer’s commands, 
bari This retreat was afterwards derifively 
termed “The Canter of Coltbrigg,” the fcene 
occurring near the bridge of Coltbrigg. At 
length the Cameron Highlanders-feized the 
guard, and rufhing into the principal-entrance, 
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the city was taken, and by eight o’clock in 
the morning the Prince arrived within fight 
of Holyrood. : 

Even at that early hour the Park was 
thronged. When his Royal Highnefs alighted 
from his horfe near St Anthony’s Well, many 
perfons knelt and kiffed his hand, but on 
being told he would be more feen on horfe- 
back, he remounted the fine animal which 
the Duke of Perth had given him, and rode 
flowly to Holyrood, amidft the cheers of the 
excited multitude. 

Then came the proclaiming of his royal 
father at the Town Crofs, and the evening 
was wound up by a ball in Holyrood Palace, 
which the hero of the day honoured the com- 
pany by attending; on this occafion affording 
the ladies more of his fociety than he had pre- 
vioufly done in Perth. . 

Meanwhile the valiant General Cope was 
advancing with his vaunted brave dragoons; 


on hearing of which the Prince fummoned his 
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twpops, and the two armies met on the 20th 
September near Preftonpans. 

While arranging mattets, I muft tell you, 
the M‘Donalds were rather troublefome, alfo 
the Stuarts and Camerons, each infifting on 
the prior claim to form’ the right wing; but 
at laft it was agreéd to favour our clan, and 
proud they were of the diftinétion. I dare- 
fay they would otherwife have been too fulky 
to fight ! 

Well, Maggie, I have heard the particu- 
lars of the battle; however, at this diftant 
date, I will not attempt to charge my memory 
by recalling faint recollections which might 


“poflibly lead my reader aftray. The Prince 


was victorious, and on his return to Holy- 


rood on the 22d September was everywhere | 


“ welcomed by the Jacobite party with the 


greateft enthufiafm. The tide of public 
opinion was in favour of the Stuarts, and at 
the dinners at the hotels and private houfes, 
the health of “The King,” and “ Prince of 
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Wales,” were drank moft rapturoufly. The 
Prince dreffed fuitably to his rank, fometimes 
in rich tartan of fhe Stuart clan, and fre- 
quently at night be appeared in an Englifh 
court drefs, wearing the Star and decorations 
of the Order of the Garter. Alfo he adopted 
occafionally the Crofs of the Scotch Order of 
St Andrew. 

After a ftay of fix weeks in the capital, 
the Prince’s army received orders to march 
towards England, where the news of the 
Gladfmuir or Preftonpans victory had 
caufed quite a panic. I have heard fome 
of my military relations fay, it would have 
been better for the Prince’s caufe, if he bad 
marched fooner from Edinburgh, which was 
his wifh, but he was overruled by his officers. 
The delay afforded time for the enemy to 
rally their forces, and fo it proved. 

The commencement of the march was 
encouraging, for after an affault on the town 


of Carlifle, the garrifon was obliged to yield to 
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its lawful fovereign, James II. (of England). 
The inhabitants, frightened almoft to death, 
jumped over the town-walls, ferambled 
through ditches, and in a-body compelled the 
Governor to hang out the white flag, and the 
Mayor and Aldermen to prefent the keys to 
the Prince. , 

Confterns-/ On the furrender of this city becoming 
vi ‘known in London, the Englifh Government 
was ferioufly alarmed. Orders were iffued 
to the ableft of their generals, to raife regi- 
ments in every quarter. The one commanded 
by Wade was ordered to encamp near Lon- 
don, for the prote@tion of the capital. “Alfa 
Chefter and Liverpool were put in a ftate of 
defence; fo what with the great number of 
regular troops, and a large body of militia, 
amounting in all to fixty thoufand, while the 
Prince’s army was not above four thoufand 
five hundred, it was certainly a daring and 
impolitic aét to proceed to extremities under 


fuch unequal forces. And fo judged many of 
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his fupporters, who endeavoured to perfuade 
him to abandon the proje@, or at leaft defer 
it until a more favourable opportunity fhould 
prefent itfelf. Lord George Murray was 
ftrongly oppofed to the projet, as were many 
others, but the Prince fhut his eyes to the 
difadvantages of his pofitjon, and firmly ex- 
preffed his determination to proceed to hoftil- * 
ities. Alas! he fhould have taken the advicer 
of fkilful commanders, twice his age and lef 
impetuous. 

On the 28th November they marched 
into Manchefter, where James was pro- 
_clairtied, the bells fet ringing, and grand 
illuminations and ‘bonfires by order of the 
Prince, who alfo commanded thofe perfons 
who had public funds to pay the money 
into the treafury, He was determined to 
pufh his way into the heart of England, 
fharing all hardthips and fatigue with his 
foldiery ; indeed, although a king’s grandfon, 
the habits he adopted were as fimple as thofe of 
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the plaineft man in his army? One meal a-day 
fufficed him; and at night, wrapped in his 
plaid, he would take a few hours’ reft, rifing 
at four o’clock on thofe dark gloomy Novem- 
ber mornings, to continue marching. Twenty 
miles a-day foon wore the foles off the royal 
thoes, and on anieieaiion, not having at hand 


"a fecond pair, one of them was haftily patched 


with a flip of iron by,a village blackfmith. 


| The Prince good humouredly faid to the man, 


“T believe you are the firft who ever shod a 
king’s fon!” a 

Whilft on route, a feeling of difappointment 
pervaded the troops on account of their forces 
not increafing fo rapidly as was expected, and 
thofe of the gentry who joined the ftandard 
were not among the upper ranks; nor could 
the evident dread of the common people— 
who, if incited by curiofity, eyed the Prince 
and the foldiers at a diftanee—be accounted 


for, until it was rumoured they were in 


.terror of the wild Highlanders, who they 











It was a fact that on the occafion of Cameron 
of Lochiel entering a, houfe, to take" poffeffion 
of his evening quarters, the woman of thé 
houfe threw herfelf on her knees, and in tears 
entreated him “To {pare her little ones.” 
He afked what the meant ? half thinking 
fhe was out of her mind, when fhe affured 
him, that it was well known how fond the 
Highlanders were of devouring little boys 
and girls for fupper ! She would fcarcely 
believe the contrary, but when convinced the 
worthy man was harmlefs, fhe opened the 
door of a cupboard, crying out, “ Come out 
here, children; the gentleman fays he is not 
going to eat you!” No wonder the peafantry 
kept aloof from thefe reputed ogres, until 





fatiffied that a fimple repaft of oatmeal, 
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Ban had trathed dogs to.fight, and that 
their mafters were fcarcely human in fhape, 
with great frightful claws inftead of hands ! 
Alfo, that thefe wild Highlanders were fo 
favage as to delight in eating little children ! Paidio. 
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porridge was more to their tafte than the flefh 
of Englith children! I heard that Lochiel 
ufed to laugh heartily while relating this 
charatteriftic anecdote. 

On the 1ft December the army left Man- 
chefter for Chefhire, when, in fording the 
Merfey, the Prince fell into the river. Surely 
that was a bad omen- I will acknowledge 
my weakuefs in being rather fuperftitious. I 
believe moft of the M‘Donalds are fo. Well, 
we cannot alter our nature, fol fay again, it 
was a bad omen. 

Now, I muft tell you of a very infirm old 
lady who, when a child, having been held in 
her mother’s arms to witnefs the landing of 
Charles II. in 1660, was fo enthufiaftic 
about Prince Charlie, that although nearly 
ninety years of age, fhe infifted on being taken 
to the river's bank to fee his royal highnefs. 
Her loyalty was fo ftrong in the caufe of the 
Stuarts, ‘that from the time of James II. 
being driven from his kingdom, this lady had 
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yearly fet apart half of her income and fent 
it abroad for the ufe of the royal family. It 
was not known from whom it came. Now 
that his grandfon was adtually in England 
“to tak his ain again,” her plate and valuables 
were fold that fhe might prefent him with the 
proceeds. Her poor old eyes could fcarcely 
trace a feature of the long-loved countenance 
but the could grafp his hand, and raife it 
reverentially to her lips. It was faid that in 
her joyful excitement fhe half whifpered, 
“Lord, now letteft thou thy fervant depart in 
peace ;” but I truft fuch an improper and 
irreverent perverfion of fcripture has been 
falfely afcribed to the dear old lady, who a 
few days after died of grief, it was alleged, in 
confequence of the Prince’s difaftrous retreat 
from Derby. 

The Prince’s army, paffing through Macclef- 
field, reached Derby on the 4th. The Duke 
of Cumberland, at the head of the Englith 


forces, was within a day’s march of the 


No farther ! 
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Highlanders, which determined Charles to 
hold a confultation with his officers,—not, 
however, that he would willingly follow their 
advice, forefeeing they were adverfe to 
hoftilities, until more certain of their numbers 
being increafed. They were not aware of 
the panic into which London was thrown, 
when the news circulated that Prince Charlie 
had really penetrated into the centre of 
England. Indeed, it was afterwards given as 
a general opinion, that if he had puthed on 
towards the metropolis, inftead of reluétantly 
following the advice of his officers by a 
retreat from Derby, the fuddennefs of the 
attack would have thrown the enemy’s 
troops into diforder. But his bold enterprifing 
fpirit had to yield to the overpowering voice 
of his council. With forrow and difappoint- 
ment, orders were given to retreat towards 
Scotland. Nothing could exceed the dik 
content of the foldiers, who, ftarting almoft at 
daybreak, could fcarcely difcern the road, 
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when they found themfelves retracing their 
former route. Alas! how ephemeral is public 
favour! Now that the late hero of the towns 
through which he had ‘fo recently paffed was 
returning in fuch a different pofition, there 
owas no fort of annoyance the Prince and his 
troops were not fubjeéted to; which bafe 


conduét fo exafperated the hot-tempered * 


Highlanders, that they revenged themfelves by 
atts of violence and theft—nor was it poffible 
to reftrain them until their rage by degrees 
foftened; and military order being again 
eftablifhed, the army proceeded fteadily 
towards the village of Clifton. This place 
being well known to Lord George Murray, he, 
at the head of the Glengary regiment, while 
fcouring the country, fucceeded in making 
prifoners of a militia officer, and a more 
important perfon, one of the Duke of 
‘Cumberlands footmen, from whom he dif 
covered that the Duke, with a body of four 


thoufand cavalry, was only a mile behind. 


Like them. 
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Lord George fent this man to the Prince, 
who by this time was at Penrith, alfo aking 
his highnefs for further inftru@tions. 
All's not Meanwhile the Hanoverian army had 
loft yet. 





formed upon Clifton Moor, and under favour 
of a dark night, hoped to furprife the 
Highlanders. However, a glimpfe of moon- 
light fhowed the enemy; on which Lord 
George, followed by the M‘Pherfons and 
Stuarts, rufhed fword in hand, crying, 


” 


“Claymore,” the paff-word. In a few 
minutes the Englifh were repulfed, about 
one hundred killed and wounded, their 
commander, Colonel Honeywood, alfo left on 
the moor, feverely wounded. 

The Duke of Cumberland was not inclined 
to moleft the enemy; so the Prince pufhed 
on to Carlifle, arriving there on the roth, 
where they paffed the night. 2 

The following day was the Prince’s birth- 
day, which the officers were able to celebrate, 


yet under the circumftances it would have 





| 








Price of Popularity. 








been as well to have paffed it without notice. 
However, the troops were in high {pirits at 
having been fo fucceffful at Clifton, fo they 
left Carlile with colours flying and bagpipes 
playing to the ftrain of, “O wha daur meddle } 
wi’ me?” 

While thus marching, a gentleman, palling 
through the crowd of Highlanders, made up 4 
to the Prince, requefting “that dreadfal 
groaning and whining might ceafe, a lady in 
a neighbouring houfe being ill,” fo with his 
ufual courtefy, his Royal Highnefs not only 
flopped the pipes immediately, but hearing 
there was a young baby, difmounted, requeft- 
ing to fee it. The infant was brought to 
him, on which he took the cockade from his 
ain bonnet and prinned it on the breaft of the 
little thing. Ob! how I with that white 
-cockade was mine! I truft the family have 
kept and value it. It was by fuch a@s of 
trifling kindnefs that our bonnie Charlie made 


himéfelf loved by rich and poor, and even now, 





An heir- 
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after fo many years have gone by, it is pleaf- 
ing to recal them to mind. Another circum- 
ftance, occurring on the fame day, fhowed his 
prefence of mind and kind feeling; for in 
fording the Efk, while he and his officers 
were riding a little below the place where 
the men paffed, he noticed that two of them 
were rapidly driven down the ftream—the 
Prince fprang from his horfe and caught one 
by the hair, calling out in Gaelic, “ Cobhear, 
cobhear” (help! help!) holding him faft 
until affiftance came. Both men were faved, 


and the generous Prince not the lef loved for 


his kindnefs, 


On arriving in Glafgow, a halt of eight 
days became neceflary, to endeavour to raife 
funds, and re-clothe the men, who had worn 
their kilts to rags. The people of the town 
had no love for the Stuarts; they favoured 
the Elector's government. The gentlemen 
indeed openly fhowed their diflike of the 
Prince and his followers, and by fo doing, 

















afforded a glaring contraft to the condu@ of 
the female portion of the inhabitants, who, 
from the higheft to the loweft, adorned them- 
felves with the white badge of Jacobitifm, 
Oh! how well I remember the old fong fup- 
pofed to be addreffed to them by an apathetic 
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hufband! I muft tranfcribe it, it feems fo 


Oh, that he had bidden awa! wena 
He’s turn'd their heads, the lad, 
And ruin will bring on us a’. 

I aye was a peaceable man, 

My wife the did doucely behave ; 
But zow, do a’ that I can, 

She’s juft as wild as the lave, 


My wife the wears the cockade, 

Though fhe kens it’s the thing that I hate; 
There's ane too prinned on her maid, 

And baith will tak their ain gate, 

The fenfelefs creturs ne’er think 

What ill the lad will bring back; 

We'd ha’e the Pope and the de’il, 

An a’ the reft o’ the pack. 


fuitable. i 
| The women are all gane wud : Jacobite 
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The wild Highland lads they did pafs, 
The yetts wide open they flee: 

They ate the very houfe bare, 

An’ ne'er fpier'd leave o’ me. 

But when the red-coats ga’ed by, 

D'ye think they ’d let them alane? 
They a’ the louder did cry, 

“Prince Charlie will foon get his ain!” 


After a review on the Green, where were 
affembled numbers of the above alluded to 
Jacobite ladies, each delighted in having a 
fhare in paying homage to the bonnie Prince, 
who had juft received them with fuch 


courtefy at a kind of courtly reception he 


“had held at his refidence in the Trongate, 


the drums beat, flags were waving and bag- 


pipes playing, as the little difcomfited army 


left Glafgow, headed by its undaunted 


chief. 

On reaching Stirling, they were joined by 
fome other of the clans—Lord Lewis Gordon, 
brother of the Duke, with the Gordons, the 
Mafter of Lovat with the Frafers, the Earl of 


1 

















Lord Lovat. 83 
Cromarty at the head of the M‘Kenzies, and 
a confiderable body of Irifh and French 
troops. Old Lord Lovat fent his fon to rifk Diplomacy. 


his life and eftate in the Prince's caufe, being 
too cowardly to head the clan himfelf; and 


the excufe the wily old hypocrite gave was, 


“that he was afflicted with an undutiful fon, | 


who was madly zealous in the Jacobite caufe, 
and wilfully fet his father's authority at de- 
fiance, for which he trufted the Englifh 
Government would not hold him refponfible.” 
All this time it was well known the old 
wretch favoured the Stuarts, but was afraid 
of appearing to join in the fighting. However, 
Iam really not forry to be able to ftate, that 
eventually he left his deceitful old head on 
Tower Hill. Never was a man more defpifed 
by all claffes than was Simon Lord Lovat. 
Alfo the army was increafed by the M‘Intofhes 
and the Farquharfons. 

And here I muft mention a little affair 


which makes good what I have lately related 
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|. taken prifoner, he was given into the cuftody 





regarding the enthufiafm of the Jacobite 
ladies, for the wife of the: M‘Intofh chief 
herfelf raifed the clan, and placed herfelf at 
their head, which her hufband could not do, as 
he held a commiffion under the Britith Govern- 
ment. It is faid that when M‘Intofh was 


of his wife, and on being brought before 
“Colonel Anne,” fhe amufed the Prince and 
his officers by greeting him with “ Your fer- 
vant, captain,’ to which he very demurely re- 
plied “ Your fervant, colonel.” In after-life this 
was a ftanding joke between the married pair. 

The Prince and his troops, after a reft of 
ten days, during which they recruited their 
fpirits and habiliments, fet forward from 
Glafgow on January 3, 1746, the Prince 
proceeding to Bannockburn Houfe, the refi- 
dence of Sir Hugh Paterfon, a moft zealous 
adherent, while Lord George Murray occupied 
the town of Falkirk with the advanced gnard 
of the army. : 














Surrender of Stirling. 


Charlie being refolved to gain Stirling, on 
the sth January the Highlanders obliged.the 
inhabjtants to furrender, and were in great joy 
at being joined by troops under Lord Strath- 
allan and Lord John Drummond, which in- 


creafed their number to nine thoufand; alfo 


a confiderable quantity of ftores had been . 


landed from France, including cannon and” 


fome Spanith coin, which reached the army 
by a party of recruits from the Ifland of 
Barra, At this time General Hawley, to 
whom the Duke of Cumberland had entrufted 
the command of the Englith forces, was ad- 
vancing from Edinburgh with an army of 
about nine thoufand. 

The General was heard to exprefs the 
utmoft contempt for “the Highland rabble,” 
| as my countrymen had the honour of being 
termed. In his wife opinion the Highland 
foldiery were a fet of wild favages, againft 
whom there, was no occafion td exercife the 


formalities of military precautions; for, while 
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he was entertained at Callender Houfe by 
the Countefs of Kilmarnock, a Jacobite lady, 
who wifhed to detain the Englith General in 
order to give the Highland army time to 
approach, the Prince had paffed the river 
Carron, and was only feparated from the 
enemy by Falkirk Muir. Coming fuddenly 
upon them, the Prince’s troops had greatly 
the advantage. 

I mutt record the number of clans which 
were cluftered together when the order for 
battle was arranged. Befides others, were 
the M‘Donalds of Keppoch (as ufual, the 
brave Keppochs were never in the diftance), 
then my ain M‘Donalds of Clanranald, the 
Glengarys, Farquharfons, M‘Kenzies, M‘In- 
tofhes, M*‘Pherfons under Cluny, Frafers 
under the Mafter of Lovat (the cowardly old 
father no doubt was fnug by his ain firenook), 
the Stuarts of Appin, and the Lochiel Came- 
rons. Many’ more names I heard at the time, 


but cannot now recolle@ them. 





¥ 








Horrors of War. 


87 








Then came the- battle, and our Charles 
Stuart was victorious ! 

The “Highland rabble” did their duty 
valiantly, rather to the aftonifhment of the 
enemy. Indeed, a prifoner was overheard to 
fay in a low tone to a comrade, “ If Charlie 
goes on in this way, Prince Frederick will 
never be King George.” I think this man 
muft have been a Paddy by fuch a remark. 

Alas! one of our clan loft his life in a 
crue) way, for while engaged in cleaning a 
mufket at an open window, the piece unfor- 
tunately went off and fhot a fon of Glengary. 

The Prince exceedingly regretted this affair, 
and teftified his refpeét for the deceafed by 
attending the funeral as chief mourner ; 
but the clan of Glengary violently demanded 
the life of the poor man, fo Clanranald was 
compelled to give him up to the mercilefs 
tribe, who fhot him dead with a volley of 
bullets. It was a horrid bufinefs; and even 


his unhappy father joined in the firing, to end 


Avengers. 
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his lad’s fufferings the fooner; nor were the 
clan to be eafily appeafed, many forfaking the 
Prince’s ftandard, and returning diffatiffied to 
their feveral mountain homefteads. 

There was a grand affemblage at the 
Eleétor of Hanover’s palace in London, when 
the news arrived of General Hawley’s defeat. 
It caufed confiderable excitement. People 
began to find that poflibly “ our Prince would 
have his ain again ;” and it was only George 
himéfelf, the Earl of Stair, and the valiant Sir 
John Cope, who conferred reafonably as to 
the fteps to be taken—for it was a matter of 
neceflity that another, and a more efficient 
General fhould be fent; therefore the Duke 
of Cumberland was ordered by his father to 
ftart immediately and retake the command. 
On arriving at Holyrood, it was fingular that 
he occupied the fame ftate-bed that had been. 
ufed by Prince Charlie. “His meafures were 
prompt, for after being only thirty hours in 
Edinburgh, difcuffing military bufinefs with 
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the principal Britifh Generals, and returning 
the compliments of numbers of people of 
diftincion, many of whom, to gain popularity, 
had forfaken the banner of their ain King, 
the Duke hurried on to Linlithgow, and again 
occupied the fame apartments which the 
Prince had ufed. 

The next morning he marched to Stirling, 
where a confiderable number of the Prince’s 
adherents were taken prifoners. Amongift them 
was a lady, faid to be a favourite of his—(I 
only give the goffip of the time)—Mifs J—— 
X——, who, report faid, had headed her 
brother’s clan when they joined the royal 
flandard at Glenfinnan, he being abfent on that 
occafion, I admire her for that: fuch con- 
dué thowed a patriotic {pirit. But, in allufion 
to this young lady, I cannot refift (for my own 
fake) taking this opportunity of ftating to my 
readers the pain that was in after-years caufed 
to myfelf and my relations by my name 
having been fubftituted for that of Mifs 


La favorita. 
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X——,, whofe acquaintance with the Prince, 
if what was faid was true, refleGted no credit 
on the lady. Her condué was certainly moft 
extraordinary ; and that J fhould be miftaken 
for her in the printed papers of the day, has 
ever grieved me, and deeply annoyed my 
friends. 

About this period in my narrative, tae 
Prince was advifed, by thofe of his officers in 
whom he placed the greateft confidence, to 
retire into the Highlands for the winter, with 
the hope that, on’ the approach of fpring, an 
effective army of at leaft ten thoufand High- 
landers would re-affemble,.ready to follow 
his Royal Highnefs’s commands. This ad- 
drefs, it is faid, took him by furprife, for only 
on the previous day, Lord George Murray 
and the Pfince hadarranged a plan for the 
intended battle. When, therefore, he was 
urged to forego fighting for the prefent, his 
difappointment was extreme. ‘‘ Good God!” 
exclaimed he, “ have I lived to see this?” 
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and he endeavoured to argue the fubje@ with 
the chiefs ; but at laft he was brought relu@- 
antly to acquiefce. The retreat, therefore, 
began on the 1ft February, towards Crieff, 
‘where the army feparated into two divifions, 
to make their way by different roads in the 
direétion of InyernefS. The Duke of Cum- 
berland, whofe headquarters were in Perth, 
purfued, but did not, overtake them. 

Meanwhile plots and counterplots were 
agitating the Eleétor’s party in London; but, 
my dear friends, having neither time nor 
fpace to enter into fuch hiftories, £ muft con- 
tent myfelf, in this brief account,.by fimply 
tracing out the fortunes of the Prince. 

On reaching Invernef%, the Highland 
troops found it rudely fortified, and held by 
Lord Loudon's army of two thétfand men. 
The Prince halted ten miles from the town, 
at Moy Caftle, the feat of the Chief of 
M‘Intosh, The Chief was ferving with Lord 
Loudon, and when his Lordthip found out 
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where the Prince was located, a plot was 
conco&ted amongft his officers to entrap the 


Prince, for which purpofe Lord Loudon, at 


the head of fifteen hundred men, was to lay 


fiege to the caftle at eleven o'clock at night. 
But however fucceffful the fcheme might 
appear, it was fruftrated in a very fimple 
way. In an inn kept by one Mrs Bailey, 
fome of thefe officers were leifurely fitting 
over their wine, difcufling their plans, but 
quite unheedful of a rough, fandy-headed 
girl who waited at table. She liftened, and 
foon difcovered what they were going to do, 
Off ftarted the courageous damfel, and con- 
triving to pafs the fentinels, ran ftraight to 
Moy, to let the Prince know of his danger. 
The bonnie creature took off her fhoes' and 
ftockings in true Highland fafhion, for the 
double purpofe of economifing her foot pro- 
perty, and alfo to foot it more rapidly. 
Breathlefs fhe rufhed in with the important 


information. There was no time for cere- 
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mony ; fo the lady of Moy {prang out of bed, 
haftily threw on fome clothes, and calling the 
Prince, hurried him off by the bank of Loch 
Moy, to be concealed until the danger was 
over, 

And now I muft tell you of a valiant black- 
fmith in the village, who, with a few com- 
panions as energetic as himfelf, waited in 
ambufcade until they heard the approach of 
the treacherous troops ; then was the time for 
Mr Blackfimith’s attempt to defeat a body of 
fifteen hundred men ! The little party fired 
thot after fhot, vociferating loudly for all the 
imaginary. clans they could call to mind, to do 
their beft. “Here come the villains! fire 
away lads! M‘Donalds, M‘Pherfons, Frafers, 
Camerons, &c., &e.,” and ufing the war-cry 
of the different clans. The alarm fpread 
rapidly, and the whole fifteen hundred turned 
back, flying towards Invernefs for their lives! 
This bold exploit has been termed “'The Rout 
of Moy.” 





Craft and 
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I cannot record. the brave man’s name, 
never having heard it; but let us conclude he 
was a M‘Intofh, who, although an humble 
member, was an honour to the clan. 

The Prince’s next fuccefs was the taking of 
Fort George, by which means his army was 
fupplied with an abundance of arms, ammuni- 
tion, and provifions ; and he was alfo enabled 
to retaliate on Lord Loudon’s attempted plot 
of carrying him off, by ordering his Lordfhip's 
caftle to be blown up. 

The feparated army now met, for the 
troops under Lord George had been coming 
in for fome days in detachments. On reach- 
ing Elgin, the people were obliged to provide 
accommodation for five thoufand men, with 
ftabling for five hundred horfes. 

At the town-crofs our King James VIII. 
was proclaimed. On the following day, the 
19th February, the route was continued to ” 
Invernefs, by way of Forres and Nairn, The 
Prince had fent on a body of three thoufand 
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Trifh troops to Fort Auguftus, which town 
was soon taken, being defended by only one 
miferable fergeant with about twelve men, 
who, however, it was faid, acquitted theni- 
felves very courageoufly. After this attack 
and succefs, the army proceeded towards Fort 
William, where it was to be joined by clans 
in the neighbourhood-—-M‘Donalds of Kep- 
poch, Camerons, and Stuarts of Appin. But 
the road between the Fort and Invernefs was 
in fuch a bad ftate, the arrival of the French 
troops and artillery was fo delayed, that it was 
the 20th March before all preparations were 
completed, by which time the Prince had 
taken up his head-quarters at Inverneis, where 
his Royal Highnefs was received into the houfe 
of Lady Drummuir. 

Before Lord Perth fet off on an expedition 
after Lord Loudon, a circumftance occurred 
which illuftrates the painful neceffity, during 
‘the time of civil war, of friends, nay, even 


near relations, on different fides of the conteft, 
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being fo fituated as to be in dread of fhedding 
each other's blood. 

One of the Prince’s officers was obferved 
bya brother companion to be in much diftrefs 
and grief. He afcertained the caufe. The 
gentleman's fon was ferving with Lord 
Loudon’s troops, the father having procured 
him a commiffion before he knew of the | 
Prince coming to Scotland; and now that he 
was to go-out againft the very regiment in 
which he had placed him, the horrible thought 
of perhaps flaying his own fon overwhelmed 
him with defpair. His only hope lay in the 
chance of capturing him; which was the cafe, 
for on the return of the detachment, his 
friend, hearing a loud knocking at his door, 
was delighted to fee the poor broken-hearted 
father of the preceding day ftandipge there 
with a joyful face, and puthing forward a tall 
handfome young man—(a M‘Donald of Scot-"" 
houfe: indeed, all of the clan arehandfome!)— 


he cried, “ Here is the boy who caufed me fo 
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much mifery yefterday. I took him Prifoner , 
myfelf; but being anxious to fecure him, 
I could not trouble myfelf about the 
others,” 
Perth was too late in the purfuit of Lord 
4° Loudon and his troops, fo the latter retreated 
from Sutherlandthire into Skye. 
And now came the tidings of the enemy's 
army laying watte every peaceful hamlet 
* through which they paffed, fo that the poor 
Highlanders, exafperated by hearing of their 
houfes being burnt, and the provifions of 
their wives and bairns eaten by the foldiery, 
their little properties deftroyed by a drunken 
rabble, were more than ever clamorous for 


revenge, 





Accordingly Lord George Murray, with 
a body of fix hundred, marched into the 
Athole country, and the enraged High- 
landers made it a fucceftful expedition by 
capturing about three hundred foldiery, with- 
out lofing a fingle man on their fide. 
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But alas! the poor Prince’s difafters were 
commencing. His money had fo nearly run 
out, it is faid, he was compelled to pay 
the troops in oatmeal! The poor fellows 
were difcontented, naturally fuppofing the 
officers were keeping back their pay to 
enrich themfelves. It was not fo, nor was 
the French king backward in his fupplies; 
but owing to the Hanoverian veffels of war 


“eoafting about, the French fhips, fome con- 


taining valuables and money to the amount 
of thirteen thoufand pounds, were feized by 
the enemy. One veflel, freighted with vaft 
treafure, after hairbreadth efcapes, was landed 
near the houfe of my Lord Reay, who fent 
a boat well manned to fecure it; but owing 
to a cunning ftratagem on the part of his 
Lordthip’s fa@or—whofe name I purpofely 
withhold, as the family are well thought of— 
the profits were unfortunately not fated to 
be for the Prince’s ufe. The artful man 


pretended to examine the boxes of fpecie, 
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accounting for their weight by faying they 
only contained fhot, fo he managed to get 
the money into his own poffeffion. How- 
ever this bafe aét of both difhonefty and 
treachery was not publicly noticed, yet there 
were many perfons who marked their abhor- 
rence of the faCtor’s conduct by ceafing his 
acquaintance, 

While the Prince was at Invernefs, the 
Duke of Cumberland’s head-quarters were 
at Aberdeen, a diftance of one hundred 
miles. It was now April, with weather un- 
favourable for the troops to march. However, 
on its clearing, by the 12th April, the Duke 
put his army of about nine thoufand men 
in motion, and on that day forded the Spey. 
While on march the Englifh General and 
officers entered feveral houfes of the gentry, 
plundering and making bold with everything 
that came in their way. 

My father told us of a barefaced a@ of 
injuftice towards a Mrs Gordon of Hallhead, 


; One hun-; 
dred miles. { 
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who was obliged to give up her houfe, with 
the promife of her goods being uninjured. 
However, General Hawley treated her very 
infolently, fent for all the houfe-keys, 
threatening, in cafe of refufal, to break open 
all the Jocks. On the keys being given up, 
a Major Wolfe, aid to the General, was fent 
to tell Mrs Gordon to confider nothing as 
her own except the clothes fhe wore. The 
lady afked for fome tea. “It is very good,” 
faid the Major, “and tea is fcarce in the 
army.” 

She then afked for chocolate—the fame 
infulting anfwer was returned, She was 
anxious about the family china, on which fhe 
was affured, “ It was very pretty, and that the 
General particularly admired old china; but 
perhaps fhe might get back fome of it.” 

Mrs Gordon petitioned the Duke of Cumber- 
land for the reftitution of her property, which, 
although promifed to be reftored, the,General 
gave orders for everything portable to be 











4 Royal Duke. 
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packed, and the beft articles were thipped off 
to Edinburgh. 

Mrs Gordon valued thefe effets at fix 
hundred pounds, In a letter ‘from a brother 
of Mrs Gordon, Mr Bowdler of Bath, it was 
ftated that a lady who recollected the china 
faid the faw fome of it in the window of a 
London china-thop, and on inquiry was 
told, that it had been purchafed from a perfon 
of difreputable charaéter, to whom it was 
given by the Duke of C. nl 

I have heard fimilar anecdotes in con- 





nexion with the condu of the Hanoverian 
commander, not much to the credit of a 
royal houfe, But I really muft get on in 
my memory’s hiftory, or you will be tired out 
before I arrive at the detail of my fhare in 
the unfortunate events which foon followed 
the laft engagement that our dear mifguided 
Prince was fated to enter on. Alas! why did 
he enter on fuch a hazardous chance, at a 


time when he had to encounter fo many 





Ducal. 
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drawbacks? More than two thoufand of his 
men had fecretly left the ftandard, preferring 
the profpect of the deferter's death to the 
probability of being ftarved, for literally their 
allowances were next to nothing. Officers 
were fent in every direGtion to recall them to 
duty, but ufeleffly. 

By these means a third of the army was 
loft, and the movement advifed by Charles's 
council abandoned, of a night-attack, which, 
by furprifing the Duke’s army while unpre- 
pared and fleeping heavily from the effects of 


a riotous celebration of their leader's birth- 


" day, might have changed the afpeét of affairs 


in the Prince's favour. But it was not 
fo to be, and the God of battles, the mighty 
Overruler of events, who ordereth all the 
ways and doings of men, who “doeth ‘all 
things well,” faw fit to fruftrate the anxious 
hopes of our beloved Prince’s faithful fol- 
lowers. 


Op arriving at Culloden Houfe, with his 
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principal officers, at five o'clock in the 
morning, the Prince's firft care was to dif- 
penfe fuch provifions as the camp afforded to 
the foldiers, who were lying on the ground 
tired and difpirited. Many had gone to 
various places in the neighbourhood to get a 
few hours’ fhelter and reft. 

About eleven in the forenoon, the High- 
land army faw the Hanoverian troops ap- 
proaching Drumdroffie (or Culloden) Moor, 
and cannon were fired to awake the fleepers 
and fummon thofe who were far off. The 
Prince, with Perth, Murray, and Drummond, 
rode inftandy to the field. One of the 
Prince’s aids had gone to Invernefs, and more 
than half afleep, had dropped into bed, when 
drums beating and trumpets founding to 
arms obliged him to hurry off to his duty. 

Now the fcene had changed, for the brave 
Highlanders, fhaking off their wearinefs, were: 
full of {pirit, cheering luftily their Prince as he 
rode amongft them. More of the clans had 


Upand war 
them a’. 
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joined that morning, fo the army muftered 


' five thoufand againft the enemy’s nine thou- 


fand ; and the number would have been lefs 
on the Prince’s fide but for the zeal of a 
Jacobite lady of the Stuarts of Appin, whofe 
hufband had raifed his people in order to 
join the Duke, which plan his wife determined 
to defeat, for two reafons,—anxiety as to her 
hufband’s fafety in the battle, and alfo from 
fecretly favouring the Prince’s caufe; yet it 
was at the expenfe of the gudeman’s legs, 
for while preparing his breakfaft, the contrived 
to pour the fealding water over him, faying, 
“He would fare better laying alive in bed, 
than perhaps a dead body on the battle-field.” 
She anticipated her apparent awkwardnefs 
would moft effectively deprive the Duke of 
Stuart’s fervices; indeed, the aétive lady did 
more, for, unknown to her better half, fhe 
-found a commander for the Appin Stuarts, 
and defpatched them off to her bonnie Prince 
Charlie! Oh, the brave foul! Had I known- 














eee 


FTerote Folly. 


105 








her, I fhould have embraced her moft warmly 
~—but not fo warm as the water was in the 
ufeful kettle! She then had time to occupy 
herfelf in tending to the poor fealded legs, 
As for him, in his heart he thanked her, for 
he had mifgivings as to taking arms againft 
his lawful Prince, from whofe flandard he 
had only recently retreated. 

An aé& of rath heroifm was reported of a 
poor Highlander, who, thinking that if the 
Duke of Cumberland was killed, it would be 
for the good of his Prince, refolved to facrifice 
his life by making the attempt ; fo pafling 
to, the Englifh lines, he afked for quarter, 
and was fent’ to the tear. While walking 
about, apparently regardlefs of what was 
going on, nor minding the rude mockery of 
the foldiers, he faw the Duke's aid, Lord Bury, 
pa, and -by the richnefs of his uniform 
miftaking his Lordthip for the Duke, he 
fhatched a mufket from one of the men and 
difcharged it at the young officer, but miffed 
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his aim. The infatuated Highlander was 
immediately fhot dead on the fpot. Going 
far back into Scotland's hiftory, one is re- 
minded of a fimilar a& which occurred at 
Bannockburn, when Henry de Bohun at- 
tempted the life of Robert the Bruce. 

The mention of Bannockburn obliges me 
relutantly to ftate a circumftance to the 
difcredit of the three M‘Donald clans— 
Clanranald, Keppoch, and Glengary. There 
had been, a. few days before, a difpute 
between thefe chiefs as to their precedence 
of rank on the field. Their regiments were 


‘apportioned towards the left, whereas they 


claimed the right as their privilege, it having 
been accorded by Robert the Bruce to the 
chief, Angus M‘Donald, Lord of the Hes, 
at the battle of Bannockburn, as a reward for 
his fidelity in proteGting his king for upwards 
of nine months, fince which time the clan had 
been proud of, and enjoyed fach a poft of 
honour. Lord George Murray having afligned 
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the right wing to the Athole men, in which he 
was upheld by Lochiel and the Camerons. 
The Clan M‘Donald was fulky, and fo 
ungracious that the matter was referred. to 
the Prince, who at firft refufed to decide the 
knotty queftion. However, as time preffed, his 
Royal Highnefs prevailed ontheir commanding 
officers to waive their claim, to the difcontent 
of the clanfmen, who confidered their depriva- 
tion as an ill omen. At Gladfmuir and at 
Falkirk, they had been properly placed, and 
murmured now fo loudly, that the Duke of 
Perth, at the head of the Glengary men, in 
order to pacify them, faid, if they behaved 
with their ufual valour, they fhould make a 
right of the left, and he would change his 
own name to M‘Donald. But no, they were 
too indignant to accept any fuch compliment. 
T fear our clan is a particularly proud and 
fulky one! And indeed I mutt be candid, and 
inform my reader, they all behaved very ill 
in giving vent to felfith ill-humour on fuch an 
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important day for the weal or woe of their 
beloved Prince and country. 

The aétion began on the part of the High- 
landers at a few minutes after one o’clock,— 
the Prince having a narrow efcape at the 
commencement, for Colonel Belford, com- 
manding the Engineers, aimed two pieces at 
a body of horfe where it was believed the 
Prince,-wgs ftationed, fo near to his Royal 
Stee Ay the balls tore up the earth and 
killed a man who had charge of a led horse 
by his fide! His coolnefs and felf-poffeffion 
attraéted univerfal admiration from his 
devoted followers. A heavy fall of fhow and 
hail, right in the faces of the Highlanders, 
added to the tremendous fire of the enemy, 
fo maddened the troops, that the M‘Intofhes 
rufhed forward before Lord George had time 
to order an advance, followed by the 
M‘Leans and M‘Lauchlans, laying the ranks 
open to the murderous fire of the Campbells 
and Lord Loudon’s troops. The Athole 
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Highlanders and Camerons, utterly regardlefs 
of their lives, dafhed on the enemy fword in 
hand, almoft blinded by the fmoke of. their 
affailants, throwing the ranks into dreadful 
confufion. : 

The clans likewife who diftinguithed them- 
felves were the Stuarts of Appin, the Frafers, 
and many others, who thowed the greateft 
bravery during this difattrous battle, Alas! 
for our clan!—I grieve to write it. Aggrieved, 
as they foolithly imagined, they ftood moody, 
determined to keep their ground, but not to 
fight. In vain did Keppoch ruth to the charge 
with a few of his kinfmen; they faw the 
chief fall by the enemy’s {hot and heard his 
dying words, “ My God! have the children of 
my clan forfaken mc!” Thus they ftood 
until the right flank and centre of their army 
was put to the rout; then they fell back and 
Joined the broken ranks of the fecond Tine. 
But an attempt to defcribe this memorable 
battle is fo far above my powers that I thal 
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merely add, in the true feeling of every native 
of our Highland hills, the forrow and dif 
appointment caufed by its failure. 

Well might poor Charles Stuart in after-years 
exclaim, “Oh Scotland! my poor country!” 

Yes! the conteft was over, and the difin- 
herited Prince, looking down from the height 
where he ftood with a fquadron of horfe, 
beheld his army routed, his laft hopes blafted, 
the ruin of his father’s caufe completed. 
All that now remained to be done was for 
his adherents to rally around the perfon of 
their Prince, to proteét him in fecuring his 
retreat. Poor young man! the bitternefs of his 
feelings might be read in his tearful eyes, 
having anticipated a glorious viCtory inftead 
of fuch a different refult. But the honour of 
our Charles was as unfullied as the brighteft 
fteel ; for the record of his brave and dignified 
conduct while under the heavy miffortunes 
which afterwards befel him, will ever be the * 


admiration of future ages. 
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Asa forlorn hope, the Prince would have 
rallied his clans, and led them himéelf, in fpite 
of the entreaties of fome of his officers, had 
not General O'Sullivan taken his hor{e by the 
bridle, and led his royal mafter from the 
field. On the way his bonnet fell off, which 
the fuperftitious Highlanders might have con- 
fidered as a bad omen of the crown departing 
from him and his family. 

The whole of this memorable battle was faid 
to have been fought in forty minutes, a victory 
certainly on the fide of the Hanoverians; yet 
more praife was due to the vanquifhed, who 
were not only fewer in number, but had to con- 
tend againft the fuperiority of the enemy’s 
artillery, on the ground chofen for the aGion, 
which being a flat,. enabled the mufketry 
and grapefhot-cannon to have the advantage 
over the claymores and feythes of the High- 
landers. Upon quitting the field, the Prince 
and a large body of horfe croffed the Nairn 
at the Ford of Falie, about four miles from 
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Culloden. With a few of-his friends he 
fet out for Gortuleg, the &sufe of Lovat’s 
factor, arriving at funfet, where was Simon 
himfelf, who at firft, on hearing of the 
difaftrous termination of the battle, felfifhly 
forgetting his Prince’s feelings and acute 
difappointment, thought only of his own old 


Still head’s fafety. However, after his fright was 
himfelf. 





calmed, he ordered fupper for the royal 
fugitive; but the party were anxious to pafs 
the night at a greater diftance from their 
inhuman conquerors; and therefore, after the 
Prince had taken the precaution of changing 
-his drefs, they left Gortuleg about ten o’clock 
for Invergary, the property of M‘Donald of 





Glengary, which they reached at four in 
the morning. : 

The only being in’this ancient caftle was a 
folitary fervant; they had neither bedding 
nor victuals; but, overcome by fatigue, the 
whole party lay on the floor, glad to have 


even fuch uncomfortable accommodation ; 
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nor would they have had anything to eat the 
next day, if a fervant of one of them had not 
caught a brace of falmon, which, with the freth 
water from a brook, was their repaft, Alas! 
the poor Prince had to endure far greater 
hardfhips within a few weeks from this time, 

The party proceeded to Arkaig in Loch- 
aber, refting a night at Donald Cameron’s of 
Glenpean, going the next day towards Glen- 
boifdale, where they met Clanranald, Lochart, 
Eneas M ‘Donald, and others, who advifed 
his remaining on the mainland, there being 
fo many of the enemy’s veflels cruifing among 
the Hebrides; but O'Sallivan was fo certain 
of finding a ship in the Ifles toaconvey the 
Prince to France, that his Royal Highnefs was 
More than ever refolved to feek a temporary 
thelter on the Long Iflan®. 

After being a few days in Glenboifdale, 
the Prince, accompanied by O'Sullivan, 
O'Neil, Edward Burke, and a Catholic 
prieft of Clanranald’s family, Allan M‘Donald, 
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embarked at Boradale, the place where he had 
firftt landed. How very different then mutt 
have been his feelings to what they now 
were! Stepping proudly on Scottifh ground, 
in the full expeétancy of being its legitimate 
poffeffor, flufhed with the fanguine hope of 
fuccefs, what a contraft did the prefent 
ftealthy mode of quitting it afford to his 
mind’s recolJeG@tion! But he bravely held up, 
and tried to hide the bitternefs of his 
thoughts. Indeed thofe with him feemed 
more fad than he was. 

Befides the perfons I have mentioned, there 
were feven boatmen, and a_ truftworthy 
Highlander@trom Gualtergill, in Skye, named 
Donald M‘Leod, who aéted as pilot; and he 
being well acquainted with the indications of 
the weather, ftrongli _vifed the poftponement 
of the voyage, for d erm was brewing. But 
no; his Royal Highnefs was as ufual obftinate ; 
he had made up his mind to ftart that night. 
So, as was expeéted by the old feaman, they 
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had not gone far when the rain poured in 
torrents, lightning flathed, and the crath of 
the thunder rolling over their heads affrighted 
the whole party. Donald faid he never had 
experienced fuch a night, and having no 
compafs, they were obliged to truft to the 
fury of the waves, all the time in dread of 
being driven upon Skye, where the militia 
were fkirting the ifland. 

However they were coafting the Long 
Ifland, and at feven in the morning landed 
at Roffinith, a point of land on the Ifle of 
Benbecula, Here they found an old bothy, 
in which they took shelter, lighting a fire to 
dry their clothes; and in this mifrable tene- 
ment our dear Prince was glad to ftay while 
on the ifland. The men having bought a 
cow, the fleth of the animal, with cakes 
of oatmeal, was all the¥"Had to fupport them. 
The Prince was fupplied with brandy, which 
he fhared with the others as long as it 
lated. 


! Obftinacy. 
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He had alfo fome money about his perfon, 
yet was afraid to be lavifh of it amongft the 
poor natives of the quiet glens through which 
he paffed, left he fhould be taken for a perfon 
of rank fuperior to his appearance; for having 
changed clothes with one of the fervants, he 
withed to pafs unnoticed. 

Yet he need not have feared the fidelity of 
thefe honeft true-hearted people ; for, to the 
glory and honour of my native Highlanders, 
proud am I to ftate that the reward of thirty 
thoufand pounds offered by the cruel Hano- 
verian Duke for the capture of the royal wan- 
derer—nay, “for his head,” was the wording of 
the notice #pread through Scotland—not one 
was found to betray their rightful Prince! 
Have I mentioned this circumftance before in 
thefe pages? If so, you muft bear with me, 
not only in this particular, but for every re- 
petition that occurs in my MS., intended, as 
it is, only for your perufal, my bonnie young 
friend, Maggie, and for that of an imme- 
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diate circle of dear relatives, who will, I 
know, not be too criticifing. 

Well, to continue my account of the poor 
Prince's troubles (which I dot down from 
recollection of what was the anxious goffip 
of the Highlands, there having been no fuch 
printings then as news-gazettes), the party 
were advifed to get on to Stornaway, in Lewis, 
where, by reprefenting themfelves as wrecked 
from a merchant fhip of the Orkneys, they 
might, under the pretext of going to thofe 
iflands, hire a veffel and efcape to France, 
This was on the 29th April, but again the 
weather was fo bad, they had to put in at 
Scalpa near Harris, about half way to Storna- 
way. Here they were taken to a farmer's 
houfe, a friend of Donald M‘Leod's, who, 
believing they were thipwrecked merchants, 
entertained them very hofpitably for four 
days, when, on a boat being procured, they 
proceeded to Stornaway ; but the wind being 


contrary, the Prince, accompanied by O'Sulli- 
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van, O'Neil, and a guide, after taking leave 
of the prieft, Allan M*‘Donald, landed in 
Loch Seaforth on Lewis; ftarted for a night- ” 
walk over a wild and difmal wafte, which 
occafioned the guide to miftake his way to 
Stornaway. The Prince fent the guide to 
inform Donald, who had left them the day 
before to arrange about hiring a veffel, of 
their arrival and defperate hunger, not having 
had food for eighteen hours. However, brandy, 
bread, and cheefe were foon provided, and 
they were taken to the houfe of Mrs M‘Kenzie 
of Kildun at Arynith, where the Prince had a 


- comfortable bed. 


The plan of getting off the ifland was 
defeated, for a body of troops were in 
Stornaway, who heard of Charles Stuart's 
arrival, the news having been noifed about 
from one of the drunken feamen, and they 
were in great fright, believing that the Prince 
was heading five hundred men. Alas! how 


untrue, 
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Really thefe Hebrides people had no ill- 
will to the Prince, but were fimply anxious 
he fhould leave the ifland; and yet they firmly 
refufed the ufe of the boat Donald had hired 
for the very purpofe—filly creatures !—so there 
was nothing to be done but to remain two days 
longer with kind-hearted Mrs M‘Kenzie. 
However, on the 6th May, being alarmed at the 
fight of fome men-of-war fhips in the diftance, 
the party embarked with a couple of feamen 
in a fmall boat, which landed them on an 
uninhabited iffand, only a few miles from 
Stornaway. 

I never heard whether the kind Jady of 
Kildun was aware of the rank of the difguifed 
fuppofed fhipwrecked merchant, who paffed 
by the name of Sinclair, and fon of O'Sulli- 
van. Be this as it may, fhe was a ufeful friend 
in their diftrefs, and placed a bundle in the 
boat, containing meat, oatmeal, and a pot of 
butter, which was afterwards moft accept- 
able. 


Off, off! 
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While on this wretched ifland, the only 
place of thelter to be found was a poor hut, 
truly more like a hog-fty, over which they 
were obliged to fpread the boat’s fail, as a 
protection from the wind and rain. They lay 
on the bare ground, and: for fubfiftence had 
only the falted fith drying on the beach, left by 
the poor iflanders, who ran away in great alarm, 
miftaking the little boat and its occupants for 
a preffgang party from one of the floops of 
war. They mixed oatmeal with the falt 
water, and to make thefe bannocks in any 
way palatable, the Prince’s bottle of brandy 
had to be in requifition. 

They made their way to the coaft of Harris, 
and while croffing the mouth of Fintbay, a fhip 
of war commanded by Captain Fergufon gave 
them chafe, following for about three leagues. 
However, the brave little boatie {prarig “over 
the water, and, by dint of much exertion, 
they efcaped this danger; but in paffing the 
coaft of North Uift, another war veffel was in 
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fight, which alfo purfued the little craft. It 


was a hot purfuit, yet were they enabled to 
efcape, and to reach Benbecula in fafety. 


Soon after, owing to a violent ftorm, both 
these veffels were driven off the coaft, which 
circumftance made the Prince remark to his 
followers, that ‘‘ Providence would not permit 
him to be taken at this time.” 

On going athore, one of the boatmen found 
a crab, to the delight of the half-ftarved party ; 
fo, encouraged to fearch among the rocks, they 
filled a bucket, which the Prince infifted on 
carrying, while the others conveyed the few 
articles from the boat to a miferable hovel a 
: couple of miles inland, which was the home 
they took poffeffion of on the 11th May.+ It 
was Edward Burke who aéted as his royal 
| mafter’s aid in every difficulty, who contrived 
to mde it more endurable, by digging away 
the ground under the low entrance (as they 
were obliged to creep on hands and knees), 


and putting heather for the Prince’s accommo- 
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dation. Yet in the midit of fuch mifery his 
brave fpirit did not quail nor his health appear 
to fuffer. No; what went to his heart's core 
and bitterly opprefled his mind, was the 
thought of the paft ; of his noble Highlanders 
who had died on the battle-field; of the fur- 
vivors probably already fo miferably and cruelly 
maffacred, or ftill flying from the relentlefs 
enemy; and of the future fate awaiting his tried 
and deareft friends. He was of too unfelfith 
a difpofition to think calmly on thefe miffor- 
tunes, and many were the tears which he 
thed while brooding over the trials which he 
dreaded would have to be endured by the 
attached chiefs of fome of the principal clans. 
I remember hearing of the perfecution one 
of the chiefs had to undergo, then an elderly 
man, for he was engaged in the 1715 aétion, 
—M‘Pherfon of Cluny—and I felt perhaps the 
more intereft in his fate, confidering that 
clan, and alfo the M‘Intothes, as almoft of 
our own; for are they not, although feparate : 
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and independent chiefs, belonging to and 
generally included in the Clan Chattan?—whofe 
motto is well known, and fo chara@teriftic of 
bravery—* Touch not the cat but the glove!” 
—the tut in this fenfe meaning without, 
Twill here ftate the privation and intenfe 
faffering to which Cluny was expofed by his 
adherence to the ftandard of his legal Prince. 
It is true, in 1715 he had taken the oaths to 
the Government, and went out with Lord 
Loudon’s Highlanders, but in 1745 his heart 
warmed in the caufe of Prince Charlie, fo he 
was induced by his enthufiaftic clanfmen to 
head them at Culloden. Alas! this ftep was 
his ruin. Great exertions were made by the 
Hanoverian commander to bring him to 
juftice, but, to the honour of his honeft-hearted 
clan, neither money nor danger would induce 
them to leave or betray him, The old houfe 
was burnt down, and he was aétually con- 
cealed in a cave only a fhort diftance from the 


ruin, for nine years. A defcription of this 
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cave was written out by a general officer, and 
printed many years after. I have a copy, fo 
will give it in his own words. 

“‘This cave was in the front of a woody 


precipice, the trees and fhelving rocks com- 
pletely concealing the entrance. It was dug 
out by his own people, who worked at night, 
and conveyed the ftones and rubbifh into a 
lake in the neighbourhood, that no veftige of i 
their labour might betray the retreat of their 
mafter. In this fan@uary he lived fecure, 
oceafionally vifiting his friends by night, or 
when time flackened the rigour of the fearch. 





Upwards of a hundred perfons knew where he 
was concealed, and a reward of one thoufand 
pounds was offered to anyone who would give 
information againft him; and it was known 
that he was concealed on the eftate, fo eighty 
men were conftantly ftationed there, befides the 
parties continually marching into the country, 
to intimidate his tenantry and induce them 
to difclofe the place of his concealment.” 





here 
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Sir Hector Monro, then a lieutenant in the 
34th regiment, was two whole years in com- 
mand of a party for the purpofe of fecuring 
Cluny in Badenoch; but the M‘Pherfons 
were fo faithful in gaining information of the 
enemy, and fo fecret and clever in conveying 
food and other neceffaries to the cave, that he 
was able to baffle every attempt at capture. 
| He ufed to vifit his wife and friends, but on 
taking leave, would never let them know his 
place of concealment ; in fact, his life was that 
of an outlaw, until, wearied with fuch an un- 
happy exiftence without a chance of pardon, 
he managed, by the ‘aid of fome friends, to 
reach a veffel and efcape to France in 1755, 
where he died, literally heartbroken, the fol- 
lowing year. He was a moft unfortunate man, 
who, if he had taken the advice of his wife, 
an excellent good lady, a daughter of Lord 
Lovat, and a ftaunch Jacobite, would not 
have been implicated by joining Prince Charles 
at Culloden, for fhe diffuaded him from doing 








Efcape 
and death. 
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fo on the fcore of confcience, afferting that, 
having taken an oath of allegiance to the 
Hanoverian party, nothing could juftify an 
aé&t (even although in a better caufe) that 
began with perjury. She faid it would be 
fatal to himfelf and his family, and the honeft 
woman fpoke truly. She was bitterly con- 
demned by Cluny’s friends for giving fuch 
advice, fo they hurried him on to his ruin. 
This chief had alfo another trouble which 
weighed heavily on his mind, for he was 
accufed by many of having kept for his own 
ufe a confiderable fum of money belonging 
to the Prince, and confided to his care by 
another perfon, Certainly in his difficulties 
there would have been {carcely a poffibility of 
its ever reaching the Prince, but whether he 
afterwards received it or not, I never heard, 
although it may be fairly affumed the matter 
was made ftraight when M‘Pherfon in France 
could communicate with the Prince’s friends; 


and this was not an uncommon cafe. 
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Alas! after Culloden, it pained our hearts | 
to hear of the atrocities committed by the | Humanity. 
brutal foldiery, who took pleafure in wallow- 
ing in the blood of the flain, and -the kgrbar- 
ous treatment of the prifoners, théir fufferings, 
and the execution of hundreds, which dreadful 
news, wanderer as he was, came to the poor 
Prince’s knowledge. No wonder the tears 
gathered in his eyes at times, when he would 
fit filent and brooding over the difmal events 
of the laft few weeks. 

It was fad, very fad, for the laft {cion of a 
royal houfe, to be thus hunted from ifland 
to ifland, with a price put on his head! 
Could a criminal have been worfe treated? 
Dear Charlie! my ain heart is fore when I 
think of all this, although now fo many years 
agone! Poor Prince! fo often cold, and fre- 
quently wanting food, it was not furprifing he 
fhould have comforted himfelf with brandy, 
of which he had now a good ftock, brought by 
; old M'Leod from Cameron of Lochiel, to 
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whom the Prince defpatched the worthy old 


- man to bring him fome money which was 


expected from France. “It is true it had ar- 
rivedgbut was buried fomewhere to prevent 
its falling into the hands of the unfcrupulous 
enemy. - 

Another meffenger was fent to Ormaclade 
to requeft the aid of the elder M‘Donald in 
his diftreffed condition. I muft here ftate 
that this old gentleman was warmly interefted 
in the Stuart caufe, although he.took no part 


in the battle of Culloden: it was his fon who 
headed the Clanranalds, 


It was now that his good lady fhowed her 
true kindnefs of heart, by fending the Prince 
many ufeful articles in the way of linen, fhoes, 
and ftockings, with various things, to make 
the wretched hut more endurable. But as 
Clanranald did not think him fafe there, on 
the 16th May the Prince removed to South 
Uift, and took up his abode in the houfe of a 
tenant of Clanranald’s on the hill of Coradale. 
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‘The houfe was called the Foreft Houfe of 
Glencoradale, and was well fituated in cafe 
a retreat fhould be needed either by fea on 
land. . 

There being a quantity of game on the 
ifland, the Prince employéd his gun daily, 
which not only beguiled many a weary hour, 
but procured an acceptable change of food; 
befides, the fociety of fome of his friends, and 
| the anxious defire of Clanranald and his excel- 
| tent lady to-do all that lay in their power to 
{ mark their refpect for his miffortunes, and 
their attachment to himfelf and his royal 
father, gave the poor wanderer fpirits to feel 
his fituation lefs irkfome. 

Here he ftayed in apparent fecurity for about 
a month, very nearly, though, betrayed by a 
little wretch of a boy, who, paffing by when the 
Prince (who generally affifted in cooking) and 
Burke were preparing part of the day’s {port, 
rufhed in, and tried to fnatch away fome of 


the provifion, for which Burke gave him a 





Sporting. 
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good cuff. “Nay, man,” faid the Prince, 
“you forget that Scripture commands us to 
feed the hungry; you had better give the 
boy meat than blows.” So faying, he not 
only fed him, but even out of his feanty ftore 
found him fome clothing. Now for the in- 
gratitude of the young monfter! He aétually 
found out a party of the Government High- 
landers, told them where the Prince was, and 
offered to lead them to his hiding-place; but 
fortunately they refufed to follow him, not 
believing his ftory, fo the Prince efeaped the 
danger. ; 

The horrid little viper! I fuppofe he ex- 
petted a large ihare of the thirty thoufand 
pounds. However this circumftance fhowed 
the neceflity of a removal from Glencoradale. 

Days pafled away, bringing greater perils to 
the, unhappy wanderer, for the Long Ifland 
was furrounded on every fide by veffels of 
war, frigates and cutters, and upwards of 


fifteen hundred militia and regular troops, with 
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guards at every ferry, to entrap him like a 
poor fly in a fpider’s web. : 

This alarming news was fent to him by 
Lady Margaret M‘Donald, who, although 
Sir Alexander was a decided foe of the 
Stuarts, took a different part, and was the 
more enabled to affift the Prince, her hufband 
having gone on the mainland in attendance 
on the Duke of Cumberland. The gentle- 
man who brought the meflage found the 
Prince in ‘his hut. Poor young laddie ! his 
face was footy, his hands blackened with duit 
and {moke, and his eyes aching from want of 


fleep; yet he would not difmifs the meffenger 


without giving him the beft of what his. 


firaitened means permitted. An old chett 
was the table; a board placed “acrofs a 
barrel, the feat; a glafs of brandy, the dram 
to commence the feaft, which confifted of a 
piece of beef, a lump of butter on a wooden 
platter, with two more clumfy, broken dithes 


to ferve it on! Oh, my poor Prince! what a 





Princely. 
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Margaret for her welcome prefent of money 


dinner was this! But he was cheerful; and 
although aware of his extreme danger if he 
remained in that place a moment longer, he 
would not go that night, telling Clanranald’s 
brother, Boifdale (who juft then had joined 
them), “ It was feldom. he had fuch friends 
near him, and therefore he fhould enjoy 
their fociety.”” Burke was ordered ta pre- 
pare a bowl of punch, then came another, and 
I did hear a third was got through before the 
Prince could be induced to fix on any plan for 
efcaping his enemies. 


He wrote a letter of thanks to Lady 


(twenty golden guineas) and ufeful clothes, 
requefting his letter might be burnt. Her 
loyal heart, however, was far too warm in the 
caufe to deftroy fuch a valuable document ; 
it was put away in a locked clofet, from 
whence, alas! afterwards it was hurriedly 
fhatched and flung into the fire to fave it 


from the troopers, who audacioufly came to 
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Mugftat to ranfack the houfe, yet under the 
pretext of paying Sir Alexander's lady a vifit 
of ceremony. Their fufpicions were lulled; 
but the dread of its difcovery, obliged her to 
deftroy it. Oh! if that letter had been 
preferved, I really think my lady and I would 
have fought for its poffeffion, I have not a 
ferap, of his royal writing, woe is poor me! 
On the 14th June the diftreffed party 
again took to their little boat, for a body 
of militia were on the ifland of Erifka, a 
fpot between Barra and South Uift. You, 
dear Maggie, and other friends who read this, 
know well the fituation of thefe {mall iflands. 
He was abfolutely hemmed in by the 
wretched foldiers, and for four days and nights 
was rowing about, until the 18th June, when 
the Prince, with Burke and the faithful 
O'Niel, went to Roffinifh, leaving O'Sullivan 
and M‘Leod in Ouia. They grieved to leave, 
but their generous mafter urged it on account 


of their own fafety ; however, they infifted on 


Wakeful. 
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remaining until two or three days after, when 
the whole party were obliged to leave the 
boat, and take to the fhelter of the hills, on 
hearing that a Captain Scott had juft landed 
with five hundred troops, within a mile and a 
half of the place where the Prince then was. 
This was alarming intelligence, which deter- 
mined his Royal Highnefs inftantly to dif- 
perfe his friends; fo leaving O'Sullivan, 
M‘Leod, and Burke with the boatmen, he 
and O'Neil went off to the mountains, with 
only a fmall bundle of oatmeal and a change 
of linen, Poor M‘Leod fhed tears at parting. 
And here I may take the opportunity of 
relating the after-fate of this faithful creature. 
Taken prifoner a few days afterwards, he 
was hurried on board fhip, and feverely 
queftioned in the cabin by General Campbell. 
“ Had he been with the Pretender ?”—(horrid 
man, fo to ftyle our bonnie Prince!) “* Yes,” 
faid Donald, “ I was along with that young 


gentleman, and I wunna deny it.” “Do 
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you know,” faid the General, “what 
money was offered for that gentleman’s 
head?—thirty thoufand pounds fterling ! Why, 
with that fam, you and your family might 
have been happy for ever after.” “ Weel,” 
replied the honeft fellow, “what for that? 
I could nae have enjoyed it. If I could have 
had all England and Scotland, nét a hair on 
his head would I have allowed to be touched. 
What! didn’t he throw himfelf on the care 
of auld Donald M‘Leod? Nae, fir, but I 
have a confcience.” 

The General obferved he was not to be 
blamed. However, Donald was fent to Lon- 
don, where he was kept in confinement until 
June 1747; and, on arriving at Leith, on 
his return to Skye, a fubfcription was got up 
to provide money to carry him home, with 
feveral pounds extra, as an acknowledgment 
of his fidelity to his Prince. Alfo, while in 
London, a gentleman gave him a handfome 


filver mull, the lid of which had a reprefen- 


Virtue. 
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until Charlie had his ain again, when he 


‘| until the troubles were over, when he found 





tatiag of an eight-oared boat, with Donald at 
the helm, over a rough tempeftuous fea; with 
a great many more ornaments on the box that 
I cannot now remember fufficiently well to 
deferibe. ° 
= 

He never would ufe it, or even put fhuff in 

it, faying, it {hould never be filled or ufed 


would go to London, and put fnuff in the 
box, go to the Prince, and fay, “ Sir, will you 
tak’ a fneefhin out of my box ?” 

As for the other truftworthy man, Burke, 
he was obliged to be in hiding for feven 
weeks, fkulking on the fhore of North Uitt, 


living on limpets and fleeping in a cave, 


his way to Edinburgh, and earned a liveli- 
hood as a fedan-chairman. 

Tear friends, you will with to know what ! 
a fedan is; for imple Highland ladies, never { 
perhaps out of their ain country, would not 


be likely to fee fuch a conveyance. Well, 
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nor did I, until my miffortunes took y&® to 
that wonderful Englifh capital, London ; fo } 
for your information I will tell you. Itis a 
kind of covered leathern chair, comfortably 
fitted with cufhiens, and carried by two men, 
on long poles; the cover opens on the top, - 
and people fit in thefe chairs,jogging along 
to parties and evening-entertainments, many, 
preferring them to hack-coaches. But I 
never could reconcile my mind to the idea of 
men being fubftituted for Horfes, befides the 
great inconvenience of the high top-knots 
worn by the ladies, obliging one to fit in fuch 
acramped pofition, Well, dear Maggie, fince 
you know what a.fedan is, I will go on about 
the bonnie Prince, to whom about this time pote 
I was to be fo unexpectedly introduced. 
Now that fo many years have paffed over my 
head, when I feel an old woman in +he | Flora old. 
world, daily preparing for the grave, my fons 
away in foreign parts, and my daughters in 


their own married homefteads, I look back a 
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An acci- 
dent, 


-conduGing his Royal Highnefs from thefe 





on the paft, and wonder to myfelf that energy 
was given me, not only to confent to the plan 
of aiding my Prince, but alfo firmly to carry 
it out. Indeed, never was I more furprifed 


than when the propofal was made to me, of 


fall iflands to the mainland. And now I 
will fimply relate how it happened. 

Although I ufually refided with my mother 
and ftep-father in Sleat, very often my dear 





brother Angus ufed to have me to flay with 
him at Miltoun, in South Uift; and I thall 
ever think that my chancing to be there at 
the very time when the poor Prince moft 
needed help, was the means ordered by 
Providence for his refcue. 

Some months before this time, I had become 
acquainted with Captain O'Neil, while vifiting 
the Clanranalds at Ormaclade, and in converf- 
ing with him and others on the then interefting 
topic which engroffed the attention of all true- 
hearted Highlanders, the perils of our Charles 
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Stuart, I remember exprefling an ggdent 





defire to fee his Highnefs, without, however, 
the moft diftant idea that fuch an unlikely 
meeting would ever occur, At this time my 
ftep-father, Armadale, was in command of a 
party of Skye militia, then in purfuit of the 
Prince; he had really a friendly feeling to- 
wards the Stuarts, but to oblige his chief of | Obliged. 
Sleat, Sir Alexander, he was induced to aé 
in oppofition to his fecret inclination. 

At the prefent moment, he was not far off 
from Miltoun, heading the militia, M‘Donalds, 
Alfo, as parties of the M‘Leod and Campbell 
militia were roaming over South Uift, no 





perfon allowed to leave the ifland without 
paffport, and a guard pofted at every ferry, 
befides the channel between Uift and Skye 
being thick with war-veflels, juft imagine the 
imminent danger of the poor royal wanderer, 
fo hemmed in by the bands of cruel foldiers, 


who, as well as their leaders, were deaf to 





every voice of humanity. 
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I know my ftep-father felt acutely his pain- 
ful pofition, for he afterwards told me, if it 
had been his ill chance to have taken the 
Prince, it would have been the bittereft a&t of 
his life. 

Thus, during her hufband’s abfence, my 
mother being alone “at “Armadale, I was 
anxious to go to her, but my brother was 
averfe to it, on account of the difturbed flate 


° the Highlands were in, Angus had taken no 


part in the fighting, for being favourable to 
the Stuarts, he did not like to appear on 


. the oppofite fide of that followed by his 


ftep-father, 

While in a ftate of uncertainty as to re- 
turning to Armadale, I went over to Orma- 
clade for a few days, to afk dear Mrs 
M‘Donald on the fubje@, telling my brother, 
if the alfo objected, I would give up going to 
Skye until it was fafer to travel; not that I 
had an intention of going alone, for I well 


knew that good creature, of whom I have 


al 














The Fondeft Wifh. « I4t 
before fpoken, Neil M‘Eachan, would take 
charge of me. Guefs my aftonifhment, on 
reaching Ormaclade, to be informed that the 
poor hunted Prince was in hiding fomewhere | Near him. 


in the neighbourhood: Oh! how I longed 
to fee him! ‘Weel, dear Flora, if fuch is 
your with, ye may be fatiffied,” said Mrs 
M‘Donald, “ for the puir laddie is clofe by, 


and O'Neil with him, both in fad plight, 


although I do my beft for them.” 

“ Where are they?” faid I; “ I would give 
the world to fee his Royal Highnef.” 

“Huth, dear! it’s no for his title to be 
breathed here—it would be his deftruétion. 
Not a body kens his whereabouts, fave honeft 
M‘Eachan and myfelf; fo we juft go to the 
hut where the two puir creatures are fheltered, 
with a few victuals and a wee noggin of 
whifky, at dufk. I fay not a word to Clan- 
ranald. He may guefs whar I gang, but it is 
as well he fhould know nothing, in cafe of 


accidents.”” 
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re 
I begged fo hard to accompany her that 
evening that fhe agreed. They were con- 
Accor: cealed in an old broken-down bothy belonging 


to my brother, at no great diftance from 
Ormaclade. Yet I cannot fay why it was, per- 
haps it was the impatience I felt to fee him on 
whom the eyes of Scotland had been for fo 
long a period fixed in anxiety, but that 
night’s walk, although favoured by lovely 
weather (it was, if my memory does not fail, 
about the 2oth June), appeared more tedious 
than any I had ever before taken; yet the 
fhieling was but a mile from Ormaclade. We 
entered it, and I again met Captain O'Niel, 
who, poor man, was much changed in looks 
fince I had feen him before ; the privations he 
had endured told on his usually bluff, hearty 
countenance, He received me very cordially, 
faying under what painful circumftances we 
then met, and while fpeaking, his Royal 
Highnefs came to the door. Mrs M‘Donald 


rofe on his entrance, and named me asa young 
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relation, “ who poffibly may be of fervice to 
your Royal Highnefs in your diftrefs.” 

IT really muft have looked furprifed, for in 
what way could fuch a fimple body as I was 
be of aid in his emergency? “Surely,” 
thought I, “the good lady is daft, or mak- 
ing a joke at my expenfe.” But J foon faw, 


by the grave manner of the three, there was 


fome meaning in the remark ; nor was I kept - 


long in ignorance of a fcheme which had been 
concoéted between Mrs M‘Donald and the 
Captain before my arrival. 

But I muft firft defcribe the Prince’s 
appearance on that never-to-be-forgotten 
night. 

Tall, flight, and even beneath the thread- 
bare, faded jacket and plaid thrown over his 
emaciated figure, there was the grace and 
dignity of his noble race, too ftriking for 
concealment; his manner and voice were 
moft attractive, nor did he feem fo much 


depreffed by furrounding danger as might 
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hopes. 








have been, fuppofed. Yet a keen expreflion 
of anxiety was on his countenance while the 
“two gonfpirators,” as I ever. afterwards 
jokingly termed them, unfolded their plot, in 
which I was to be principally concerned. 
Indeed, as O'Neil warmed on the fubje&t, and 
Mrs M‘Donald feconded his entreaties, the 
Prince, quite overcome, ftarted up, and leaving 
the hut, we could hear his fteps while he was 
pacing up and down in an agitated manner. 
And well he might be flurried, for, ftrange 
as it might feem, on my confent or refufal of 
the fcheme hung his hopes of efcape or 
certain death. In a few words, I was to be 
of ufe by conveying the royal fugitive to 
Skye. “Could anything be eafier? Really,” 
argued the warm-hearted Trifhman, “my 
dear creature—excufe the freedom !—Mifs 
Flora, it feems as if you arrived here on 
purpofe to aid our plan. You are going to 
your mother at Armadale. You are to have a 


female fervant with you—that fervant is to be 
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é Ca 
his Royal Highnefs.. Juft put- him, or rather | 
her, into your boat; take Niel M‘Eachan 
and your humble fervant as companions ; let i 
the boatmen—fafe honeft fellows on whom we | 
“can rely—pull for their lives; and that poor : 
man yonder” (pointing to the Prince outfide), i 
“is faved !” . 
“No, no, O'Neil,” said Mrs M‘Donald, 
“you muft not be of the party ; it would nae i 
be difcreet or wife.” 
I knew what fhe meant, and I fuppofe / conscious, 
looked awkward ; for I may now acknowledge 
a fa, of which poffibly my kind friend had 
“not been informed: the might not have 
noticed, while he was at Ormacladé, the atten- 


tions of this young man to myfelf. Although 


friendfhip, I let him fee my indifference. 
However, we continued on very friendly 
terms. This allufion was, therefore, as I 
faid before, awkward; yet the good lady did 
not appear to underftand why both her 








| 
not feeling any fentiment for him beyond 
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| 
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auditors looked filly, to fay the leaft of 
it. 

He however, did underftand; and, poor 
fellow! the tears ftood in his eyes while he 
looked gravely at me, and faid, with much 
emotion, “O Mifs Flora! your goodnefs of 
heart and fympathy for all in diftrefs, are too 
well known to your friends, for us to doubt 
your agreeing to help a fellow-being in 
fuch diftref$ as our dear Prince, You alone 
can fave him, and in the fimple way pro- 
pofed.”’ 

“But,” faid I, “ were I to confent to a 
fcheme which ftrikes me as wild in the 
extreme, furely, Captain O'Niel, there are 
many obftacles to it. ‘am taken by furprife ; 
have not even my brother here to counfel 
me; and, indeed, would my relatives approve 
of my aéting fuch a part, which might here- 
after bring them into trouble? For by taking 
the Prince to Mugftat, Sir Alexander and 
dear Lady Margaret might be ferioufly impli- 
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cated, Befides, the impoffibility of having ~ 


another lady in the boat as a companion, 
myfelf the only female, is to my mind an 
infuperable objection to my confenting. 
Indeed, dear friends, I cannot, must not un- 
dertake a tranfaétion which would fubjeé& 
me to ftrange. comments from friends and 
foes,” 

O'Niel was much excited, and made a 
remark in a low tone to Mrs M‘Donald, who 


came near me, taking my hand in an affec- 


tionate yet grave manner. Something told” 


me what was coming. 

«< Flora,” said fhe, “this is an unco ferious 
matter. Our Prince muft no be facrificed— 
each of us muft e’en ‘do all we can to affitt. IT 
would, but dare not, accompany you; my 
gudeman’s age could no battle againft future 
troubles. God kens my heart is willing to 
brave all that might occur. Were I you I 
would venture; and thisgood laddie,” pointing 
to O’Niel, “has juft ftarted an idea which 








What? 
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would tak away all blame. Come, O'Niel, 
fpeak it out. I have not been fo blind as not 
to fufpeét what has been a heartfore to you, 
my good friend.” 

Imagine my confufion on his making me 
an offer of his hand, which, he faid, in the 
event of my accepting, an immediate engage- 
ment would fet all feruples afide, and enable 
him, not only to be the happieft of men—oh! 
dear Maggie, on fuch an affair, all men 
ftrike the fame chord !—and my trueft pro- 
te€tor, but give us both the honour and glory 
of faving the life of our lawful Prince. 

To his propofal I returned a firm yet kind 
refufal. I was concerned to perceive how he 
was hurt by my rejection of his fuit. I felt 
his regard for me was very deep, yet I could 
not return it. No! my heart was not my own, 
although as yet unpromifed. At this diftance 
of time, I may make fuch a confeffion, and 
alfo fay how fafely I locked this dear fecret 


in my heart. 


| : 
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Well, on recovering my felf-poffeffion, -] 
which this unexpefted episode had ruffled, 
the Prince again joined us, and, after liftening 
to the plan chalked out fo neatly by the con- 
fpirators, he frankly entreated me to think 
favourably of it. He reprefented, with an 
eloquence and fafcination of manner fo 
peculiar to himfelf, the guarded ftate of the 
ifland, which, without a paflport, noone could ; 
leave; the channel between Uift and Skye | 
covered by fhips of war; his harafled ftate of 
mind and worn-out ftrength; and that I was 
the very perfon who could, and he trufted in 
God would, aid him, more particularly as I 
fhould be able to pracure pafiports for myfelf 
and a female fervant, alfo for M‘Eachan, from 
my ftepfather, who knew I was juft about this 
time returning to Skye. I felt bewildered, 
not knowing how to aé. I entreated for a few 
hours’ quiet to think over the plan, and pro- 
mifed an anfwer on the morrow. We then 


refpeCtfully took leave of the Prince, and 





Pleading. | 








| 
| 
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O'Niel accompanied us by a bypath the 
greater part of the way home. 

A's may be fuppofed, little fleep clofed my 
| Refolved. eyelids that night. My mind was made up. 


It was a great rifk, yet I determined to fave a 
life more valuable than mine, So at break of 
day, when Mrs M‘Donald came into my room 
all anxiety to learn my decifion, we arranged 
our plans; and in the forenoon I ftarted for 
the place where O’ Niel was to meet me, if on 
refleGion I confented to the fcheme. In a 
fhort converfation it was all fettled, fo I left him, 


to return with the joyful tidings to the Prince, 


‘while I wended my way to Ormaclade ; when 


whatthouldI fee buta party of militia, who ac- 
cofted me civilly enough, afking for my paffport. 

“What! none? Then, Mifs, we muft juft 
tak’ ye afore our officer.” And fo I was 
walked off in charge, and confronted with 
—my ftepfather! But not until the next 
morning, for the favages kept me locked in 


the guard-room all night. 











Armadale’s Letter. 








However, this mifhap was the means of 
placing my feet on the ftepping-ftone of good 
fortune, for Captain Hugh would fign, the 
required paffports. His furprife may be 
imagined on feeing his “ain bonnie Flora” 
as a prifoner; and he faid my coming was 
very opportune, as he was going to fend to 
Miltoun with an order for my return to 
Armadale, for the country was too difturbed 
for women folk to be moving about. 

Well, [ got the paffports, and only waited 
while he wrote to his wife a letter which I 
was to take to her. Many years after this 
occurrence, I chanced to find the identical 


letter, which I copy :— 


“Degar Wire,—lI have fent your daughter 
from this country, left the fhould be any way 
frightened with the troops Jying here. She 
has got one Betty Burke, an Irith girl, who 
fhe tells me is a good fpinner. If her 
fpinning pleafes you, you may keep her till 





Winking. 
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Seen wink- 
ing. 





fhe fpin all your lint; or if you have any 
wool to fpin, you may employ her. 

“YT have fent Niel M‘Eachan along with 
your daughter and Betty Burke, to take care 
of them. 

“Tam, your dutiful hufband, 
“Huen M‘Donazp. 

“June 22, 1746.” 

I have every reafon to believe my ftep- 
father fecretly favoured my views, and knew 


as well as I did who the affumed Betty 


really was ; for he afked no particulars, nay, 
feemed rather to hurry me away, faying, as 
I afterwards thought, in a fignificant way, 
“Well, Flora, I with you a fafe croffing, and 
happy meeting with your mother.” 

I was thankful he did not appear to guefs 
the truth, for although I had now fairly 
embarked on this hazardous enterprife, I felt 
the peril I was bringing my near relations 


‘and deareft friends inte. I cannot fay how 
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it was, but the danger to myfelf never had a 
place in my thoughts. 

On returning to Ormaclade, and explaining 
about my night's lodging in the guard-houfe, 
Mrs M‘Donald’s anxiety was turned to joy on 
feeing the paffports. ‘Weel, dear Flora, 
you 're a bonnie, clever laflie! Our greateft 
difficulty is over, and what there is now to 
fee to, is the getting up the claife for Betty, 
and taking it to the puir Jad at the fhieling. 
He maunna come here, where fo many folks 
are ganging too and frae, fo we'll juft walk 
out this fine evening ; ye ken I’ve a puir wee 
bairn to fee to on the way,” 
at the fpoke. 


winking at me 


We quickly fet to work, afid, with the help 
of one old body, whom we let into the plan, 
the difguife was completed. Shall I tell you 
what it was? A light-coléured quilted petti- 
coat, a large white apron, with a mantle of a 


dun-coloured camlet, to which we attached a 


hood, fufficiently large to draw over Mifs 





Well begun. 
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Betty's face, if neceffary for concealment. 
Alfo a cap with a broad flapping border. 
The petticoat was of common material, but 
the pattern was fo pretty, a little purple 
flower on a light ground. I kept a piece of 
it, although worn almoft to rags; but fome 
time after, it was begged from me by a 
manufacturer, who gained a good deal of 
money by felling gowns of the pattern to our 
dear Jacobite ladies. 

T had now to fee to hiring a fix-oared boat, 
with men, who were told it was for Mifs 
Flora, who, with her maid and an attendant, 
were about to crofs to Skye. So, all being 
prepared, we had only to convey the clothes, 
and tell the Prince to be ready to embark that 
night. In fact, my appointment to meet 
the Prince and O'Neil had been for the 
previous day; but I waited a reply from a 
coufin of mine in North Uift, whom I had 
atked to receive the royal wanderer into his 


houfe, thinking he would be fafer there than 
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in Skye. However, he was cowardly enough 
to decline “ the rifk,”” which anfwer the more 
annoyed me, as it caufed a lofs of many hours, 
befides the appearance of my not adhering to 
my promife. 

O'Niel came over to Ormaclade to know 
why the appointment had not been kept, and 
accompanied Mrs M‘Donald and myfelf to 
the fthieling, followed by M‘Eachan with the 
important bundle under his arm. 

The fight on entering the miferable hut 
brought tears to our eyes! There ftood the 
unhappy young man, the unfortunate defcen- 
dant of a race of kings, before a wretched 
fire of furze and dry leaves, attempting to 
roaft his dinner, the heart, liver, and kidneys of 
a fheep, upon a wooden fpit ! We could not 
refrain from remarking on his deftitute condi- 
tion; but he replied, “ The wietched to-day 
may be happy to-morrow ; and perhaps many 
a great man would be the better for fuffering 


as I am doing.” - 





Hopeful. 











156 


Autobiography of Flora M ‘Donald. 





| 


| Vigilance. 








He then playfully invited us to partake of i 
his fare, placing himfelf between us, but I 
was proud to be on his right hand. 

After dinner the Prince allowed us to try 
on his difguife, at which he laughed fo ; 
heartily, I feared folks might be about and 
overhear. Then we left, alfo M‘Eachan, for 
Ormaclade, where, to avoid notice, we bufied 
about our ufual employments until the even- 
ing, which was the fet time for meeting the 
Prince and O’Niel on the fea-fhore, not very 
far from the houfe. 

We had brought fupper, and had nearly 
finifhed, when a trufty fervant came in a 
fright to fay that General Campbell and 
Captain Fergufon, with a party of foldiers and 
marines, were at Ormaclade in fearch of the 
Prince. Mrs M‘Donald took a hafty leave ; 
and we afterwards heard fhe was ftri€tly ques- 
tioned as to where fhe had been; but the 
quieted them by faying fhe+was returning from 
vifiting a fick bairn. 











| And now Farewell. 
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The noble-looking Prince was now meta- 
morphofed into a tall, awkward Irith girl, 
ftriding along in a moft ungainly fafhion ! 
However, I had no time for remarks; for, 
dreading the enemy’s approach, I haftily threw 
; fome warm clothing over my fhoulders, and 
proceeded with my two fervants and Captain 
O’Niel towards the boat, which lay hid behind 
j fome rocks, 

It was now éight-o'clock on Saturday night, 
the 28th June, when, after the Prince had 
gone through the painful tafk of bidding fare- 
well to the warm-hearted O'Niel, who had 
fo faithfully companied with him in his 





diftreffed condition for fo long, and who 
earneftly entreated to be of the party, which 
I would not qpnfent to, for many reafons, 
befides the oftenfible one of having only three 
paffports, we got into the boat, and fafely off 
the fhores of Benbecula. 

The Prince had a ftrong oaken ftick under 
his arm, but I gave it in charge of M‘Rachan, 





Started. 





————— 
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faying-to the former that it was not fuitable 
for a female fervant; nor would I let him hide 
a loaded piftol under his gown, in cafe of dif- 
covery. 

It was fine when we ftarted, but, as is ufual 
in a country wherein no dependence can be 
placed on the weather, we had not gone far 
at fea when the heavy dark clouds portended 
a fall of rain. : 

By this time the boatméi were informed 
by M‘Eachan who the affumed Betty Burke 
really was, He judged it beft to do fo, as they 
were talking together in Gaelic, looking fat 
picioufly at the queer ’*fervant whom Mifs 
Flora was taking home. However, they had 
enough fo do in managing the boat, for the 
rain came pelting down, the wind blowing a 
hurricane. My fpirits were fadly depreffed ; 
I could {carcely refrain from tears; for a night 
voyage of thirty or forty miles in an open boat 
in rough weather, with the conftant dread of 


being feized by one of the numerous veffels 
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plying about, and the refponfibility of the aét 
I had undertaken, fo evidently opprefled me, 
that the Prince exerted himfelf to the utmoft 
to pafs off my anxiety. He was the moft 
compofed of the party, for even the boatmen 
were alarmed by the ftorm. So, to amufe us, 
he told many curious anecdotes, and fang—oh! 
he had a charming voice!—feveral fongs, one 
was a lively air compofed on the reftoration 
of his great-undley Charles II. of England. 

I fuppofe the finging lulled me to fleep in 
fpite of the roaring wind, for on awaking I 
found myfelf nicely placed in the bottom of 
the boat, the Prince’guarding me carefully, 
with his hands cautioufly fpread above my 
head, to prevent any accident from the falling 
of a fai] that one of the men was fetting. 

Mrs M‘Donald had given. him a fmall 
quantity of very good wine, but fo thoughtful 
he was of me, nothing would induce him to 
touch it—every drop, he faid, was for “his 


amiable preferver’’—fuch he always called me. 


Aweary. 

















160 


Autobiography of Flora M ‘Donald. | 





Before the 
wind, 








Oh! it was a fair, long night. However, 
by the time day dawned, whether it was my 
fleep, or the wine had revived me, I do not 
know, but I felt ftrong enough to encounter 
any danger ; and truly it was nigh at hand, as 
you fhall hear. 

Not having a compafs, the men did not 
keep on the right tack, but at length the wind 
turned favourably, and we diftinctly faw the 
headlands of Skye. We failed towards Water- 
nifh; but judge our alarm on being fired at 
from the coaft by a party of M*‘Leod’s 
militia. 

The Prince called to our boatmen to pull 
luftily, and not to fear the villains, The 
honeft fellows, who managed to make them- 
felves underftood in Englifh, faid, they did 
not care for themfelves, only for “his ain 
fel.” “Oh, no fear of me!” “he replied, in a 
cheerful tone. However, he was anxious to 
thield me from the bullets which were pelter- 


ing on the boat, fo he entreated me to avoid 
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the danger by lying at the bottom of it. I 
earneftly implored him to do fo, for in the 
thick of danger of what confequence was my 
infignificant life, when his was in jeopardy ? 
Such an aét of felfifhnefs would have eternally 
difgraced the name of M‘Donald. 

What! to think of my danger when my 
ain Prince was ftanding by? No! I refolutely 
refuted, unlefs he would do the fame; fo, by 
ftooping very low, almoft at the bottom of the 
boat, we managed to avoid the unfriendly 
|.bullets, and our boatmen ufed all their 
energies to pull us beyond danger. Poor 
men! they were hard-worked and requiring 
reft. After proceeding a few miles further, they 
tried to put into a fmall creek; but we were 
foon obliged to fet off again, for a village near 
gave figns of hoftility. 

I had hoped for an hour or two of quiet 
fecurity by the fea-thore, and perhaps my 
countenance exprefied difappointment, for his 
Royal Highnef fhowed fuch anxiety left I 





VOL. I. 





Spirit. 
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fhould be over fatigued, and, with the affift- 
ance of Niel M‘Eachan, arranged the feat of i 
the boat more comfortably, with an old fail 
and the few haps I had brought with me from 
Ormaclade. 

Was I not honoured to be thus attended to 
by fuch illuftrious hands? Oh! he was fo 
very thoughtful of my comfort in every way! 
for during the preceding night, when he 
fancied I was afleep, although my eyes only 
clofed from wearinefs, I heard him often 
chiding the men for making fo much noife 
with the tackle. 

At length the tedious voyage came to a [| 
clofe, for the oarfmen landed us near to Sir 
Alexander M‘Donald's place; and knowing he 
was away with his amiable leader, the-Duke, 
at Fort Auguftus, I fet off on a walk to Mug- 
ftat to tell dear Lady Margaret to prepare to 
receive the royal vifitor, who had written 
himfelf to her Ladyfhip about a week before, 
enclofed in a letter from Hugh M‘Donald of 











Who But He? 











Balifhair, in North Uift, to his brother Donald, 
with an order to deliver it into her ain hand, 
therefore fhe was in the way of expecting him. 
Lady Margarct was the more induced to 
affift, being aware that her hufband, in {pite 
of appearances, was not unfriendly to the 
Stuarts. 

Well, I left the Prince in the boat, taking 
Niel M‘Eachan with me, and fortunate it was 
he ftayed behind ; for on entering the parlour, 
who fhould be there, and begin his tire- 
fome queftioning about my journey, but 
M‘Leod, a militia officer? However, I put on 
the moft innocent, natural face poffible, which 
completely baftled the young man’s fufpicions ; 
and Lady Margaret, to whom I whifpered a 
word in the hall, although greatly alarmed, 
had nerve enough to hide her anxiety. She 
knew who was coming to Mugftat, for Mrs 
M‘Donald of Kirkeboft, juft from the Long 
Ifland, was ftaying with her, and was informed 


of the Prince’s movements. So leaving this 








As well. 
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lady to amufe the military fpy, and giving her 
a hint to make herfelf moft particularly 
agreeable, Lady Margaret took me afide, fay- 
ing that Mr M‘Donald of Kingfburgh was 
then in the houfe, and we fhould afk his 
advice. She then fent off a boy to Trotter- 
nith for Captain Roy M‘Donald, urging him 
to come over direétly: he was a warm friend 
to the caufe. 

On his arrival, the Captain found Lady 
Margaret and Kingfburgh in the garden, in 
ferious talk, while I impatiently ftood by, 
dreading that during my abfence fome mif- 
fortune might overtake poor “ Betty.’ Her 
ladyfhip rufhed to Donald Roy, exclaiming, 
“O Donald! we are ruined for ever!" But 
after a long confultation (poor Mrs M‘Donald 
in the parlour moft probably yawning all the 
time), it was fettled that the Prince fhould be 
taken to M‘Leod of Raafay, and in the mean- 
time, until M‘Leod could be communicated 
with, Kingfburgh would give him fhelter. 
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The dear old gentleman—many years after, 
dear Maggie, to be my father-in-law—fet off 
to meet the Prince, fending on Niel M‘Eachan, 
who was to take him to a hill near, to avoid 
the obfervation of ftare-abouts, of which there 
are always fo many when leaft wanted. 

On Kingfburgh’s approach, the Prince was 
found fitting on the ground, but ftarting up 
on feeing a ftranger, perhaps the oak ftick 
mfight have been raifed, if he had not quickly 
named himéfelf. 

“Tam M‘Donald of Kingfburgh, come to 
ferve your Highnefs.” 


“Ah, that’s well!” faid the Prince, taking | 


his hand. 

“ And now,” replied Kingfburgh, “ while 
you are eating what I have brought in this 
bafket—there’s fome capital whifky, too— 
Iwill tell your Highnefs the plan propofed 
by Lady Margaret, after which the fooner we 
go forward the better.” 

Yet in the midft of his anxiety, the royal 





Who’s 
there? 
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Autobiography of Flora M‘Donald. 





“‘yellow-haired laddie” could not abftain 


_from a hearty laugh with Kingfburgh about 


his queer female difguife—“ fo ably prepared,” 
he said, “ by my fair prote@refs."" 

While this was going on, my reader may 
imagine how nervous I was left he thould be 
difcovered before Kingfburgh joined him. 
Lady Margaret alfo could fearcely compofe 
herfelf to do the honours of the dinner-table ; 
for, to fecure Lieutenant M‘Leod from doing 
mifchief out of doors, her Ladyfhip infifted on 
his partaking of her family fare. So we had to 
keep up a fire of converfation with a young man 
whom we thought next door to a fool, affifted 
by our friend Mrs M‘Donald of Kirkeboft. 
She feemed to underftand and pity my fide ook 
of defpair at being fo long detained, for it 
would not have been prudent to leave the table 
too foon. But as everything comes to an end, 
fo did the dinner, when I arofe to take leave. 

Now our little concerted plan began to be 
ated upon. 











Mafquerading. 








“No, indeed, dear Flora! you’re not going 
away after having fo long promifed me a vifit. 
Sit down, laflie, and make yourfelf happy at 
Mugftat. I feel fair lonely while Sir Alexander 
is abfent. Befides, here 's Mrs M‘Donald fays 
fhe cannot ftay another day ; fo its vera un- 
kind, Flora, to think of leaving me.” 

I excufed myfelf on the fcore of being fo 
anxious to get back to Armadale, otherwife I 
fhould have been fo pleafed to remain: in 
fact, no end of civil compliments paffed, in 
order to hoodwink the fhallow-pated officer. 
Lalfo urged that Mrs M‘Donald’s departure 
was very opportune, as we might travel 
together. This had alfo been fettled between 
us, for I knew Mrs M‘Donald was dying to 
fee the Prince, and might fafely be trufted. 

Her fervants, however, were only to be told 
that Mifs Flora was taking an Irifh woman 
with her, as a ufeful fervant in her mother’s 
houte, 


Well, after this interchange of entreaties 


Indeed! 
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and refufals, Lady Margaret permitted us, 
apparently very reluctantly, to depart. So 
off we ftarted on horfeback—in thofe days, 
Maggie, I was a capital rider—myfelf, Mrs 
M'‘Donald, M‘Eachan, and the two fervants, 
taking the public road until we overtook 
the Prince and Kingfburgh. But we foon 
turned into an unfrequented path, acrofs a 
wild part of the country. T was fo fearful 
left the gaping fervants: fhould notice the 
way they went, that after pafling the pedef- 
trians,—giving time, however, for Mrs 
M‘Donald to have a look at “ Betty,"— - 
I told the party to ride fafter; for her 
maid was telling M‘Eachan fhe “could’na 
think who that bold, brazen-faced huffy 
was, who was walking with Kingfburgh. 
Irith, indeed! I'd fay fhe’s a man in 
woman's claife! Lawk! what ftrides the jade 
tak’s, and drags up her petticoats in an unco 
ftrange way !"” 

T told her fhe was talking nonfenfe about 
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any man being dreffed up; that the perfon 
the was fpeaking of was an Irith girl whom 
* I was taking to Ormadale to {pin flax for 
our family. However, the prying curiofity of 
both thefe fervants rather frightened me, Danger. 
left they fhould hereafter fpread their idle 
clavers. So I was not forry to find Mrs 
M‘Donald was going in a contrary direction; 
therefore we foon parted company, to my 
infinite relief on that occafion, although 
Mrs M‘Donald and I were great friends. 
She whifpered "to me, on taking leave, the 
would do all the could to keep her people 
from goffiping about Miftrefs Betty Burke ! 
Then I and M‘Eachan took to the public 
road. Meanwhile Prince Charlie and Kingt- 
burgh trudged alonga bypath,—rather a round- 
about way, but it was fafer; for being the 
Sabbath (ay, and fad did I feel for travelling 
| on that facred day), many country-people 
were returning from the kirk, all of whom 
feemed ftruck by the Prince’s uncouth ftrid- 
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ing along, making a fort of bow to thofe who 
accofted Kingifburgh, inftead of a courtefy, and 
as for the firft ford we had to pafs, oh, my! 
how frightened I was! for he was fo afraid 
of dabbling his gown and petticoat in the 
water, he raifed and twifted them round his 
legs in fuch a queer fathion, that Kingfburgh 
was obliged to take him to tafk! Poor Betty 
promifed to behave herfelf better. Accordingly 
at the next brook, the unfortunate gown was 
draggling through the water! They could 
not help laughing; and I‘ heard the old 
gentleman fay, ‘‘ They do call your Highnefs 


- a Pretender: if you are one, all I can fay is, 


that you are the worft of your trade that 
ever was feen.” 

Kingfburgh advifed us to get on; fo we 
trotted our ponies a little fafter, in order to 
reach Kingiburgh Houfe, if poffible, before 
the family had retired. And late it was, for 
the large clock was ftriking ten when, tired 


and hungry, we rode into the back-entrance 
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+ 
yard. Mrs M‘Donald did not expe@t her 
hufband at fach an hour, and was not only 
in her bedroom, but jutt ftepping into bed, 
when a fervant girl told her that Kingfburgh 
had come with Mifs Flora, and they were 
afking for fupper. 


“ Weel,- then, juft tak’ the keys with my 


love to Flora; but he'll excufe my ganging 
down ; [ am tired.”’ 

All this time I was ftriving to guard the 
Prince from obfervation, and telling the girl 
to make hafte, defpatched her to the kitchen. 
One of Mrs M‘Donald’s young relations 
tufhed -up-ftairs in alarm, telling her that 

-Kingfburgh had brought with him “the 
ftrangeft, muckle, ill-fhaken-up wife the had 
ever beheld, and taken her into the large 
hall, too.” P 

By this time Kingfburgh entered his 
wife’s room, and begged of her to come down 
as foon as poflible. 

“But, blefS the man! who are thefe people ? 


[oe 


Come and 
see. 
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and at what an hour, too, to take us from our 
beds! Tell Flora to fee to everything, and 
leave me quiet.” 

However, Kingfburgh faid fhe fhould 
know all in time, but that the muft oblige 
him by going down. He then left her, and 
fhe told little Jeanie to find the keys, which 
fhe had left in the hall, The child returned, 
faying the was afraid of the great tall 
woman who was ftriding up and down 
in it. 

Mrs M‘Donald was now ready, and went 
towards the hall, but her nerves were alfo 
upfet by the unfortunate object of our 
anxiety; fo fhe called to her hufband to 
bring her keys, when he opened the door 
and brought his wife into the room. The 
Prince, who had taken a feat, rofe up, and 
faluted her according to our Highland 
fafhion, as béing the lady of the houfe. Oh, 
how frightened fhe was! She told me after- 
wards fhe felt ready to drop, for under 
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Betty’s hood fhe experienced the roughnefs 
of a man’s chin! However, fhe was forely 
troubled, and haftening to Kingfburgh, afked 
an explanation, not for a moment fuppofing 
the ftranger was any other than perhaps a 
partifan of the Prince, fo the begged to know 
who it was, 

“My dear wife, that perfon in the hall is 
the Prince himfelf.” 

“Eh! Kingfburgh! then we are all ruined ; 
we will be juft hanged noo! How could ye 
do it? and Flora, too!" 

“ Hout! filly woman!” replied he ; “we 
can die but once, and if hanged, it will be in 
the caufe of humanity. But go, make hafte. 
Flora is gone to fee after the beds, and do 
you bring us eggs, butter, bannocks, cheefe, 
or whatever can be had quickly.” 

“Eh! but ye're daft, Kingfburgh! Eggs, 
butter, and cheefe for a Prince! It’s no for 
me to ferve him in fic a gate!” 

“ Ah, wife!” faid Kingfburgh, “ you little 
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know how ill he has fared of late! Our 
homely fupper will be a feaft to him, And 
the fervants, too! You fee, ifany fufs is made, 
they may fufpe&t who he is. No ceremony, 
but come to fupper and give the poor gentle- 
man aright hearty welcome.” _ 

At this requeft poor Mrs M‘Donald looked 
quite alarmed. I was juft entering the hall, 
after having feen to things both up-ftairs and 
in the kitchen ; for with this amiable family 
T was fo intimate that their houfe was like a 
fecond home. 

“What!” faid the, “J come to fup with 
royalty! How fhould I behave before majefty ? 
Nay, ye muft juft gang in without me.” 

“You muft come,” faid her hufband. 
“The Prince is fo courteous he wouldn't eat 
without the miftrefs, and you'll find it no 
difficulty to behave as ufual, dear wife—he is 
fo free and pleafant ; come, here’s Flora, too, 
to fupport you.” 


We then entered together, and when’ the 
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table was {pread, the Prince again did me the 


honour of placing me on his right hand, with 
Mrs M‘Donald at his left. He feemed 
determined to reward me with this mark of 
diftin@tion, and alfo each time I came into the 
room he rofe from his feat. 

Well, there we were, a cofy party of four, 
and my heart was joyed to fee how much our 
Royal Charlie was pleafed with his company, 
and what juftice he did to our plentiful yet 
frugal meal. He called for a bumper of tiff 
brandy-and-water, to the health and pro- 
fperity of Kingfburgh and his lady, and I 
came in for my fhare in the toatt alfo. 

When fupper was over, Mrs M‘Donald and 
I retired, when the Prince fmoked a pipe—a 
habit acquired in his wanderings, and alfo to 
alleviate toothache, with which he was often 
troubled, brought on, no doubt, by the damp 
of a climate to which he was not accuftomed. 
Indeed, Donald M‘Leod told us afterwards, 


he ufed to fmoke a good deal of tobacco, 


A fmoke. 
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ufing the broken pipes as {mall cutties, and 
placing quills into them to make them long 
enough. Donald faid he never faw any 
one fo quick as the poor Prince for finding 
out a makefhift, and that between his pipes 
he would fing to keep up their fpirits. 
Donald fhould have feen him enjoying his 
fupper! It would have rejoiced the worthy 
fellow as much as it did me. 

However, we took ourfelves off to bed—for, 
dear Maggie, I was fairly tired out—leaving 
Kingfburgh very bufy with boiling water, 
Punch. lemons, and fugar, preparing a bowl of 
capital whifky-toddy. 

Shall I confefs the fin of taking a wee glafs 
on leaving the table? You know full well 
that we Highland ladies do thus indulge 
fometimes; and on this occafion I had to 
drink the health and future welfare of my ain 
Prince, to which hg, refponded with a vivacity 
of manner joined to the eafy elegance of a 
high-born gentleman. 
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As for good honeft Niel M‘Eachang: 
although he thould have been with us, yet 
he had fupped comfortably _below,- ‘for 
nothing would induce him to fit down with 
the Prince ; he felt the fame uneafinef& in his 
prefence as did Mrs M‘Donald—fo awfully 
afraid of “ majefty.” 

After we left, one bowl of punch was 
fucceeded by another, the Prince feeming to 
forget his fatigue, and that he was to enjoy the |tTobed | 
comfort of what he had not felt for fo long, 
--a warm bed. He was fo pleafed with 
Kingfburgh’s hofpitality and friendly converfa- 
tion, that a good-humoured conteft at laf 
occurred as to whether or not a third bowl 
fhould be prepared, the Prince faying yes, his 
hoft no, until, by pulling the china too violently, 
it broke in two, which, of neceflity, fettled 
the point. This bow] was afterwards mended 
and preferved in our familyér many years, 
but I know not now what has become of it. 


But it was not until paft two o’clock that 
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Kingfburgh induced his Royal Highnefs to 
leave the comfortable hall for the beft gueft- 
room, which, to deceive the fervants, I told 
them was for mytelf, and to get ready an 
inferior one for the Irith maid. They were 
fent off to their fleeping-rooms by their 
miftrefs as foon as fupper was laid, that they 
might be in ignorance of Miftrefs Betty’s 
being regaled with the leddies in the 
hall. 

The converfation up-ftairs with Mrs 
M‘Donald reminded me how indifcreet I had 
been in allowing the boatmen to return 
immediately to South Uift, where they might 
be queftioned, and obliged to confefs the 
Prince’s route. This danger had never ftruck 
me, and its probability made us very uneafy ; 
I was alfo fo provoked with myfelf for not 
having infifted on their going in another 
dire€tion. My kind friend obferving my 
vexation, confoled me as well as fhe could. 


« Weel, weel, dear Flora, dinna be fafhed ; 











Royalty on Chaff! 








it canna be helpit now. We muft get him 
awa in the morn wi’ the petticoats on him; 


and Ill juft gang to Kingfburgh’s claife-pref 


and take a braw fuit of his, which can be 
changed when on the way to Portree; fo 
Flory, yeneedna be down-hearted. Run awa 
to bed, and make faft the door, or in the 
morn the girls may cackle about Mifs Flora’s 
gowk being put in the company-room. I 
ken it’s nae wife to do it.” 

This I acknowledged was true, yet not for 
the world’s wealth would I, a daughter of the 
houfe of M‘Donald, have refted in the beft 
gueft-room, while her royal Prince lay on a 
chaff mattrefs. However, that he might be 
fecured from idle remarks of the fervants, 
Mrs M‘Donald promifed to make Kingfburgh 
fee that the door was well faftened. We 
then took leave for the night. At length I 
was right glad to hear fteps coming foftly 
up the ftair, the good-night whifpered at 
the door, and the bolt pufhed from the 
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infide, then I could fleep myéelf, feeling fure 


that the royal vifitor was fafely houfed. 
. The next morning the family affembled for 


breakfaft at the ufual hour, and I faftened my 
door on going down, to prevent little Jeanie 
and the girl from making difcoveries. As it 
was, I had to anfwer the child’s fimple 
queftion, “Hey, Flora! why cam ye*to Jeck 
the big-room door in fic a queer way? I 
couldna mak’ it open |” : 

I laughed, and gave as the reafon there was 
fomething in the room fhe was not to fee for 


*a long time—this was true. Then the 


‘ tirefome chatterbox added, “And Elfie 


ganged to call yonder gowk who cam yefter- 
night. She thumpit wi’ all her might, and got 
no word! Saw e’er mortal the like of fic an 
idle lazy loon, to keepit her bed langer than 
the leddies !” 

I encouraged the child in the idea of the 
Prince being in the fervant’s room; and had 


all the benefit of Elfie’s thumping at my 
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door, which had difturbed me earlier than I 
wifhed; ‘and,told Jeanie it was by my orders 
that Betty kept her room, as I did not care 
for the fervants to laugh at her ftrange Jrifh 
ways. So this little matter paffed off, to the 
fatisfaction of Mifs Curiofity. 

Indeed, the luxury of a bed was 60 
enjoyable, that on this occafion his Royal 
Highnefs flept for ten hours, Kingfburgh 
not having the heart to difturb his reft until 
paft midday, when he contrived to {muggle 
fome breakfaft into the big room, and the 
worthy hoft furnifhed the Prince with thé 
Highland fuit Mrs M‘Donald had fele@ed 
over-night ; yet, for the fake of appearance, 
he was to leave the houfe in Betty Burke's 
attire. 

So after he was dreffed, Mrs M‘Donald 
and I were fummoned to arrange the petti- 
coats and dun camlet cloak. Before prinning 
the cap, Mrs M‘Donald fpoke to me in 
Gaelic, faying fhe fo wifhed for fome of his 
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hair; would I afk him? I replied that the 
requeft would be better from. herfelf; in 
truth, I did not like to take fuch a liberty. 

The lock. While this difcuflion was going on, the 





dear Prince, who did not underftand a word 
of Gaelic,—-we really might have been plotting 
to get the thirty thoufand pounds for ought 
he would have been the wifer,—afked me the 
purport of our converfation. I told him our 
with, on which, in a joking manner, he bent 
his head on my lap, faying, we were right 
welcome to take as much of his hair as we 
pleafed. However, Tonly cut one lock, which 
Mrs M‘Donald afterwards fhared with me. 
During the Prince’s wanderings, his brogues 
were fo worn that literally the toes might be 
feen through them; fo Kingfburgh brought 
him agnew pair, and taking up the old ones, 
carefully tied theri together, faying, “What 
does your Royal Highnefs think I thall do 
with thefe? They are to be fafely kept 
until you are firmly eftablifhed at St James's ; 
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then I will introduce myfelf by thaking them 
at you, to be a reminder of having been under 
Kingfburgh’s protection and roof.” The 
Prince {miled, and enjoined his worthy hoft 
to keep his word. 

I may ftate here, that he did keep them 
until his death, many years after, when they 
fell into the poffeffion of a Jacobite gentle- 
man, who boafted that he gave twenty 
guineas for them: however, I never heard 
this authenticated. 

And when all was fettled for continuing 
our march, I muft tell you how gratified 
and pleafed dear Mrs M‘Donald was when 
the Prince, on taking leave, afked for a pinch 
from her ain mull, for-he had obferved the 
took fnuff, which in thofe days was cuftomary 
with married ladies. She prefented the box, 
begging his Royal Highnefs would do her 
the great honour of accepting it as a keep- 
fake. He thanked her warmly, and ex- 
preffed alfo his grateful acknowledgments 


Agift. 
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Off again. 








for the kindnefs he had met with, “and a 
apology alfo, for indeed, dear madam, I believe 
my appearance affrighted you yefternight.” 
He faid this archly, but we underftood he 
alluded to the falute under the hood! Oh, 
how we ufed to laugh at that circumftance 
in after-years ! 

Well, the day was getting on, and Kingf- 
burgh was anxious to be off, as the Prince 
had a long march before him of fourteen 
miles to Portree, where we had planned to 
meet Captain Donald Roy, who was to take 
the Prince in a boat to the ifland of Raafay, 
to M‘Leod’s place. 

As we paffed out by the back-kitchen to 
the court- yard. ta meet our ponies, we had to 





encounter the Servant: girls and working-men 
about, who were ftaring at the ftrange maid 
accompanying Mifs Flora. Indeed, I was 
alarmed, for the Prince almoft betrayed him- 
felf in trying to a& out his part, by making a 
bobbing ‘ourtefy of leave-taking _ to Mrs 
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M'‘Donald which almoft upfet her gravity ; 
and as for Elfie, fhe afterwards told her 
miftrefs, that furely Mifs Flora was “ daft 
to tak’ hame fic a flaunting, gawky loon.” 

So off we ftarted, I on horfeback and the 
Prince and Kingfburgh walking, M‘Eachan 
following with the Prince’s oaken ftick. 
The good old gentleman carried under. his 
arm his {uit of clothes, which, after they had 
proceeded a fhort diftance from the houig, 
and gone together into a thick wood, he 


affifted the Prince to put on. They confifted .* 


of a tartan fhort coat and waiftcoat, philibeg, 
and -hofe, a Highland fcarf, bonnet, and wig. 
Moft pleafed, no doubt, was our royal friend 
to “tak’ his ain again, "alas! not in the form 
of 4 crown, but 2 more fimple péffeffion—the 
drefs of a man. It evidently was a relief to 
be rid of Miftrefs Betty’s attire, which Kingf- 
burgh tied up in a bundle, and afterwards 
gave in charge to his enthufiaftic wife. 
The articles were fubfequently * difperfed 
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amongft our family and friends, my fhare 
being, as I faid before, a piece of the flowered 
cotton gown, which I now with I had kept 
as a relic. However, I have fome of his dear 
light hair in a fmall brooch, with a bit of my 
own plaited neatly together. I intend this 
brooch for my eldeft daughter, Anne, one of 
thefe days. 

After Kingfburgh had made the Prince look 
like himfelf, fo very different from “the 
gowk,” as little Jeanie had named my elegant 
Irith attendant, his Royal Highnefs embraced 
his warm-hearted host, thanking him for his 
valuable fervices, “which,” {aid he, “I never 
thall forget; and, while taking leave,’ his 
nofe bled, This he accounted for by telling us 
it often happened when anything agitated 
him. On wringing Kingfburgh’s hand, he 
turned away, and I could fee he was weeping. 
Kingfburgh then left, and in giving me a kif 
exprefled his anxiety, and whifpered that I 


fhould take fome means of letting him ‘know 
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that I reached home fafely. The Prince and 
M‘Eachan then fet off for a brifk walk acrofs 
the hills, for Niel knew every inch of the way, 
both the by-paths and the high road. So did 
I; for you know, dear Maggie, how the High- 
land girls are accuftomed to fcamper about 
all over the country, as often alone as in com- 
pany. Therefore I trotted my fure-footed horfe 
in another and a fhorter direGtion, fo as to get 
to the little inn at Portree before my fellow- 
travellers. , 

Now I muft relate the firft a& of dear Mrs 
M‘Donald after the departure of her royal 
gueft. She went up-ftairs into the grand 
room, withdrew the theets from the bed, 
folded them carefully, and locked them away, 
telling her hufband, on his return from bid- 
ding farewell to the Prince, that they were 
not to be wafhed or ufed until placed around 
her when in her coffin, as a winding-fheet. 
They were of beautiful linen, made from the 
fineft yarn {pun in Kingfburgh Houfe. When 
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fhe afterwards told me this, I looked fo 
befeechingly at her, the gueffed I envied her 
fuch a valuable remembrance. She {miled, 
faying, “I ken, dear Flora, ye ’re over-cove- 
tous, and have ta’en a fancy for them yourfel. 
I thall be fair pleafed if ye take one, for if a 
body in the world deferves it, 'tis your ainfel. 
You're a gude laffie, Flora, in all you ’ve 
done for our bonnie Prince, by proteéting him 
baith like a woman anda Chriftian.” So the 
gave into my hands the treafured fheet, which 
is carefully laid by in lavender, to be ufed for 
my covering when in the cold grave. My 
dear hufband knows my wifh, and promifes to 
fulfil it fhould I be ‘taken firft. Remember 
this, dear Maggie, fhould you be near me at 
my death. . 

While we were journeying to Portree, 
Fright. Captain Donald Roy was doing his utmoft to 
procure a boat to Raafay, and on our arrival 
he met us with the direful news that not one 
could be had. At length, after much difcuf- 
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fion and ‘anxiety, the young laird of Raafay 
recoll ed that a fmall boat was always ready 
on a fheet of water not far off; fo with his 
affiftance, and three a€tive Raafay men (ay, 
and fome women alfo helped), they had 
managed to drag it down to the coaft. It 
was laborious work, nearly a mile over bog 
and precipice. Befides, as fecrecy was re- 
quired, a crew from Portree could not be 
trufted. Doctor Murdoch M‘Leod, brother 
of young Raafay, was alfo there. He had 
been wounded at Culloden, but faid he would 
again rifk his life to ferve the Prince, and the 
plan agreed on was, that the M‘Leods fhould 
row over to Raafay, get the afliftance of their 
coufin, Captain Malcolm M‘Leod, in procur- 
ing a good large boat with ftrong able rowers, 
and then return to Portree to meet the Prince. 
However, it was needful to fwear the boatmen 
to fecrecy, for they ftoutly refufed to take oar 
in hand, until told where they were going and 


for what purpofe. Thefe men’s hearts were 
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in the right place, for they then cheerfully put 
to fea, pulling with all their might. This was } 
on Monday evening, oth June, and the party | 
landed about half a mile from Portree. 

All this took place while I and my pony 
were journeying ; and on arriving at the inn, 
we found Captain Donald Roy waiting for the 
Prince, who, with M‘Eachan, foon joined us, 
as did alfo Malcolm M‘Leod. Young Raafay 
and the Doétor remained at the boat. The 
rain fell in torrents; the poor Prince was 
thoroughly wet, and on Donald Roy taking 
him into the miferable inn, the firft thing he 
afked for was a dram, after which he changed 
fome of his clothes, and quickly too; for being 
half famithed, he attacked the fupper, which 
was all ready, devouring broiled fith, bread, 
cheefe, and butter, before I had left the {mall 
loft above, after doing the beft I could in the 
way of drying my riding-coat, for, indeed, it 
was little I had with me, only a fmall bundle. 
The reft of my clothes, Lady Margaret was 
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to forward to Armadale as fhe thought 
beft. 

As I entered the parlour, the Prince was 
afking for milk; not a drop to be had, nor 
any liquid, except whifky or water; nor was 
there fuch a thing in the houfe as 4 tumbler 
or jug, only a dirty-looking kind of bucket, | A dram. 
which the landlord faid ‘was fair ufeful for 
the folk ower drouthy wi’ travel to tak’ a 
drink out of.” 

Donald fmiled, faying to me in Englith, it 
was alfo very handy to bale the water out of 
the man’s boat, a piece of information the 
landlord had not been backward in giving. 
This was too much for the poor Prince. 
Thirfty as he was, he looked difgufted and 
fhook his head, but a look from Donald Roy ‘ 
induced him to follow his example by drink- 
ing out of the untempting bucket, left any 
hefitation fhould caufe fufpicion in the inn- 
keeper’s vulgar mind. 





On this man leaving the room, Donald Roy 
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refpeétfully urged the Prince to hurry on his 
Raafay voyage, but he was little difpofed to 
quit the fhelter of even this miferable low 
public-houfe, which, he faid, was preferable to 
encountering a rainy night at fea. However, 
on being told that the houfe was open to all 
kinds of people, and that there was danger in 
remaining, he agreed to ftart, but called for 
tobacco to fmoke a pipe before leaving. So the 
landlord brought a fmall quantity in the fcales, 
the fum amounting to fourpence halfpenny. 
The Prince handed a fixpence, and Donald 
told the man to bring back the change, at 
which his Royal Highnefs fhook his head. 
“Yes, yes,” faid Donald, “ ye muft juft take 
it; I ken ye’ll find bawbees vera handy;” and 
the bawbees found their way into a faug 
corner of the royal fporran, 

In paying the reckoning, the landlord—his 
name was M‘Nab, a cruity old fellow, he was 
well known in that part of the country—could 
only mufter eleven fhillings in change of a 
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guinea, which the Prince was taking very 
quietly, as filver was fo ufeful in his wander- 
ings; but Donald told him, in a low voice, to 
infift on having the whole fum, or the man 
might be led to fuppofe his guefts, were fupe- 
rior to their appearance. After much diffi- 
culty the right change was procured, and in 
Preparing to leave the inn, the Prince earneftly 
entreated Captain Donald Roy to accompany 
him to Raafay, although it had been planned 
ke was to go no farther than Portree, 
“Come with me,” faid the poor Prince, 
taking him by the hand, “ you are a M‘Donald, 
T always have been fafe with that clan; and 
truly do I feel that while a M‘Donald is with 
me, I am fafe from every danger.” Alas, 
poor young man! I could almoft have fhed 
tears on hearing him thus exprefs the help- 
leffaefs of his condition. Donald warmly 
affured him how willingly he would ferve his 
royal mafter by following him or fharing his 


fate, but that the wound in his foot, received 
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at Culloden, obliged his being fo much on 
horfeback, that, inftead of aiding, he feared 
endangering the Prince's fafety. However, 
he arranged to join the party at Raafay in a 
few days, and in the meantime would ftay in 
Skye to glean all the information he could, 
copneéted with the movements of the enemy. 

While this converfation was going on, I fat 
by filent, and, I acknowledge, very fad; for the 
moment had come when the dear Prince and 
I were to bid farewell, poflibly never again 
tomeet. I could not help feeling this deeply, 
for although only a few days before we had 
met as ftrangers, yet during the three days of 
our companionthip, his manner towards me 
had been fo courteous, fo refpeétful and fo 
unmarked by felfifh anxiety for his own 
danger—on the contrary, exerting himfelf to 
the utmoft for my comfort—I should have 
been moft ungrateful, had not my thoughts 
been anxioufly filled with earneft hopes for 
his ultimate fafety from the perils which I 
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feared would furround him for fome time 
longer. 

The tears ftarted in my eyes; however, with 
an effort I drove them back, as the Prince 
came forward to me, and taking both my 
hands in his, clafped them warmly as he 
thanked me in the moft grateful manner for 
the fervice I had fo opportunely rendered, and 
he added : 

“ Although at prefent my affairs are but 
gloomy and unfavourable, yet the time may 
come, dear Mifs M‘Donald, when I fhall feel 
proud to welcome my kind proteétrefs at St 
James's. Farewell now, and may Heaven 
reward you as you deferve.” 

He turned afide for a moment to hide the 
tears which gathered in his clear blue eyes, 
and then (dear Maggie, I am bound to confefs 
the truth) he did give me a kifs on the cheek, 
which royal falute I fhall ever confider was an 
honour never to be erafed from my memory. 


He alfo took a friendly farewell of worthy 





Parting 
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M‘Eachan, little dreaming that the honeft man 
would afterwards accompany his Prince to 
France. 

Many perfons are impreffed with the falfe 
idea of his Royal Highnefs having prefented 
me with his miniature portrait, and I have 
repeatedly had to contradi& fuch a ftatement, 
which, after a moment of refleGtion, no fenfible 
perfon would give credence to. Was it prob- 
able that a poor perfecuted young man, 
hunted for his life, and often without even a 
change of clothes, fhould be poffefled of any 


4 perfonal ornament, ftill lefs have gone about 


with his own likenefs? The idea was abfurd, 
and the idle report added one to the many 
untruths that were fo actively circulated about 
the fayings and doings of the unfortunate 
Prince. 

‘Well, he now arranged himfelf for departure, 
taking up a {mall bundle in which was the 
wardrobe of the poor wanderer. 


Shall I tell you of what it confifted? In a 
el 
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coloured cotton handkerchief, he had brought 
from Kingfburgh four new fhirts, a cold fowl, 
fome fugar, anda bottle of brandy. A bottle of 
ufquebaugh was purchafed of old M‘Nab, and 
it and the brandy were tied on each fide of his 
belt, while he carried the bundle in his hand. 
Then he and Donald Roy left the wretched 
fmoky inn, at fuch an early hour on the morning 
of the 1ftof July, as to furprife the furly land- 
lord, who caft many a fufpicious look as they left 
his door, which Donald obferving, he took the 
Prince in a contrary direction until out of his 
fight. They foon overtook Malcolm M‘Leod, 
who conduéted them to the boat, and then 
Donald Roy M‘Donald took leave of his 
royal mafter, who earneftly implored him not 
to let any one know where he was to be taken 


to. He even faid “his fair protectrefs was 
not to be told”—a precautionary mea- 


fure of which I found out the neceffity foon 
after. 
On Donald’s return to the inn, old furly 


‘The stock. 
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was very inquifitive to find out the name of 
the gentleman who had juft left. 

White lies, “Oh,” faid Donald, “I'll tell you who he 





is, an Irish gentleman, Sir John M‘Donald, 
who has been in hiding amongft fome of the 
Skye M‘Donalds, fo, being afraid of difcovery, 
he is now off the mainland to the others of 
the clan, fo keep it quiet, gude M‘Nab.” 

He looked very grave and replied, “Ay, 
ay, I need’na ken a word about it, I fee weel 
[was wrang, for by the glitk of his e’en, I 
wad believe he was the vera Prince himfel’, he 


looked fae noble, Weel, weel, after what ye 


‘tell me, I wunna fath myfel, I'll be thinking.” 


So faying, he turned into his fmoky kitchen, 

quite fatiffied with Malcolm’s explanation. 
And where was I all this time? up in the 

loft which M‘Nab called a bedroom; to be 


fure, there was a thing in the corner, a fort of 





bed; however, it looked fo uninviting, I did 
not attempt to try it, fo fat uncomfortably 
enough on a hard chair, half fuffocated by the 
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{moke which puffed through the broken floor, 
not able to get a wink of fleep, and waiting 
for a fummons from M‘Eachan to continue 
our journey. He was anxious on my account, 
for he had mifgivings about our furly hoft, 
whofe manner on the preceding evening 
led him to fufpect M‘Nab was acting a 
double part. “ So,” faid he, “ Mifs Flora, the 
fooner we are off the better; I’ve feen to 
your pony and my nag, they have had their 
wee bit, and will cut their road fair weel to 
Caftleton. I could ha’e wifhed though, ye 
had time for a wee reft, puir laffie, I ken 
ye’re overdone; but tak courage, and I’m 
a-thinking when aince we turn our back on 
the like of M‘Nab, the folk may hae their 
idle clavers, and what for fhould we be fafhed 
gin I get ye hame at Armadale, for it wadna 
do to flop lang at Caftleton. I'll juft gang 
and pay the reckening. Dinna be fae down- 
hearted, dear laffie, a’ will go well wi’ ourfel’ 


and the bonnie lad yonder.” 


Let's away. 











Ee 
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‘Alas! this kindhearted, humble relation 
i did what he could to raife my fpirits, which 
were indeed fadly low; I felt as if a hearty 
fit of weeping would eafe my poor heart. 
Forecasts. | The idea haunted me, “ What, if after all I 
have done, thofe ‘exertions fhould be in vain 
for him, and the fafety of my relatives be 
imperilled?"” However, this was not the time 
| for me to give way, fo putting on as cheer- 
| ful a face as I could, I bid farewell to old 
furly, and mounted my little fturdy pony, 





M‘Eachan having previoufly given the man to 
fuppose we were going in another direétion. 

At a fhort diftance from Portree, where 
two roads met, we branched off towards 
Caftleton Houfe, the refidence of Donald 
M‘Donald, who was nearly related to my 
dear “friend, Mrs M‘Donald Kingfburgh. 
However, it was not fated we fhould go there, 
for on the way we met a boy, who, eying us 
very clofely, afked Niel, if it was Mifs Flora 
M‘Donaild he was with ? 
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The lad only {poke Gaelic, fo did not know 
the contents of a dirty, twifted paper which 
he was to deliver into my ain hand. It was a 
line from Caftleton, to warn me that Captain 
M‘Leod of Talifker, of a militia company, 
was on the look out for the young lady in 
whofe company Prince Charles Stuart was 
fuppofed to be, and earneftly entreating me to 
proceed direct to Armadale, but to keep my 
mother in ignorance of the whole affair. 

Thus the weaving of the web to entrap 
me wascommencing. Poor M‘Eachan looked 
fo miferable, that careworn and jaded as I 
was, the impulfe of laughter was too ftrong to 
be refifted, and it ferved a good turn by 
poflibly mifleading the boy’s fufpicions, if he 
was bright enough to have any, fo determin- 
ing to put him on a wrong fcent, I gave him a 
filver piece with a meffage to Donald 
M‘Donald, “which,” faid I, “you'll be a 
gude lad, and tell him, 1’ll be fare to fend 


him the parcel he wants me to get ready, as 


Lines laid, 
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foon as ever I reach home ; fo ftart off, young 
fellow, and don’t be grinning at the filver as 
if ye never faw a bright fixpence fince your 
dirty face cam into the world.” 

M‘Eachan ftared, no doubt thinking me 
ftark mad, for he had expeGted I fhould 
have fhown alarm at the letter, for it went 
on to fay that a government officer, Captain 
Fergufon, was failing about in a floop of 
war, in purfuit of the Royal fugitive and 
poor fimple me! However, after the boy had 
gone, and I had affured my good companion 
of my perfe& fanity, we urged on our 
ponies towards Sleat. 

Not a word paffed, for my tears fell from 


fheer fatigue, and Niel was too anxious to be 





able to keep up a converfation, fo on we 
galloped and trotted many a weary mile, 
when, to our amazement, who fhould overtake 
us but my ftep-father, alfo on his way home. 
This was a great comfort, for I now felt 


doubly proteéted. He afked me no queftions, 
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no particular ones. Oh, I was certain he 
knew all about it, for his countenance 
wore a more anxious expreflion than was 
ufual. 

In a little while he was truly alarmed on 

my account, for an officer and a party of 
foldiers rode up, aking us who we were, as 
they had a warrant to arreft “one Flora 
M‘Donald, a rebel lady who was to be taken 
on board the Furnace Bomt, commanded by 
Captain Fergufon.” 
. Iam fure I turned pale for a moment, but 
the blood rufhed into my face on hearing the 
term “rebel.” My eyes flathed ; however, a 
look from my poor father reftrained my 
lips. 

I only faid indignantly, “And for what 


caufe, pray, am I to be thus treated ?”” 


The officer gravely replied in a cool, quiet- 


tone, which angered me ftill more, “ You are 
charged, Madam, with having aided the 
efcape of the Pretender” (Ob! the horrid 


Trapped. 
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1 Secured. 





man!) “and we warn you it will be ufele& 
to deny the fact, for the boatmen you took 
over were not bribed to filence, which 
certainly fhowed a ftrange lack of caution 
on the part of yourfelf and companions. 
Thefe men have confeffed all, therefore, as 
you are now informed of the charge againft 
you, it only remains for us to fulfil the un- 
pleafant duty of taking you before the com- 
manding officer, at prefent on board the veffel, 
General John Campbell—fuch are our orders.”” 

It may be imagined that neither of us felt 
very comfortable, but it would have been 
ufelefs to demur; fo on preparing to go with 
them, my ftep-father afked if I might be 
permitted to ride on to Armadale, guarded 
of courfe, to fee my mother, but as they 
flatly refufed this, and alfo my father’s with 
of accompanying mé, I tock a hafty leave 
of him and worthy M‘Eachan, and was 
conduéted to the Bom fhip, which was at no 


great diftance, 
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The officer feemed difpofed to converfe, 
hoping, I fappofe, I might criminate myfelf; 
yet he got no encouragement, as I felt too 
angry to fay a word to the man. Tired to 
death, it really was a relief to find myfelf 
locked up in the fhug cabin, and able to get 
my clothes dried, for, although not falling 
in torrents, the rain had been drizzling fince 
early morn. 

‘Well, I was not long allowed to remain in 
peace, for a guard knocking at the door faid 
the General wifhed to fpeak with me: So 
I was marched off to the ftate cabin, and re- 
ceived in the moft courteous way by General 
Campbell; indeed, his manner was fo different 
to what I expe@ed, and he queftioned me in 
fuch a gentle tone of voice, I was quite over- 
come, and finking into a feat, burft into 
tears, 

“Nay, nay, my dear young lady, do not be 
agitated—I truft all will go well; but indeed 


you have aéted a moft imprudent part, and 


! Summoned 
+ 
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brought yourfelf into trouble. However, tely 
on my doing all I poftibly can, confiftently 
with my duty, to make you comfortable, and 
with this view fhall give orders for your re- 
ception on board Commodore Smith's floop, 
where I am myfelf on board for a few days, 
and fhall {ee that you are treated with every 
attention.” 

T afked where the veffel was, and finding it 
was not far from Armadale, I told him of my 
anxious wifh to fee my mother, if only for a 
few minutes, if I could be permitted to land 
near the houfe. “ Well, well,” faid he, good- 
humouredly, “we'll fee about it; but now 
go down and get fome reft, it is plain enough 


you require it,” and he himfelf fhowed me 


into the cabin, ay, and fhook hands at the: 


door. I did indeed need a friend in my lone- 
linefs, and the kindnefs of the good-hearted 
gentleman, while he remained on board, I 
fhall ever remember with gratitude. 


Alfo T had every refpeé&t fhown me by the 





i 
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Commodore, and had there been any females 
near me, I might have been more comfort- 
able, yet from having no occupation the time 
paffed tedioufly, At length, the General in- 
formed me a boat was ready to take me from 
the yeffel to Armadale, guarded, of courfe, 
but I was beginning to be accuftomed to 
« durance vile,” and the men, though Argus- 
eyed, were civil enough. 

On nearing the fhore, I eagerly looked 
around on all the well-known {pots fur- 
rounding the dear old houte. There was the 
little boatie which my brother and I had fo 
often ufed in our pleafure excurfions, now 
chained to the large tree a little way beyond. 
I ftrained my eyes to take in at a glance the 
various huts and fhielings of the village, each 
occupied by poor people who were fo proud 
of receiving the “eddies” from “the great 
houfe.” Then the flight of the ufually 
friendly fea-gulls, fereaming at the noife of 


the rough failors in the huge awkward boat ; 





Memories. | 
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and in the paddock was my .own pony, 
calmly cropping the grafs, as quietly as ‘if no 
future difafter was to befall its unhappy mif- 
trefs! Yes, it was all too true, and for the 
first time fince being a prifoner could I realife 
that fa&t: the fight of thofe dear home fcenes, 
of again being with my darling mother, if 
only for an hour, and that hour poffibly the 
laft we might ever pafs together,—all thefe 
recolleGtions coming fuddenly upon me, my 
poor heart felt burfting. And there fhe 
ftood at the door, ready to welcome the comer 
in the ugly boat; did her heart tell her that 


“it was her own child, her ‘bonnie Flora;” 


now vifiting the home of her happy youth as 
a prifoner—in a little time, perhaps, to be 
taken to a diftant land and poffibly fuffer in 
the good caufe as others were doing at that 
moment? How could I be the one to tell 
the tale? oh, how I longed to hear fhe had 
been already informed! and I gueffed fo, for 


on rufhing into her arms, her face wore a look 
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of care. I could not fpeak, but her warm 
careffes were fo comforting, that I felt I was 
forgiven for the diftrefs brought on our quiet 
homeftead, 

She was leading me into the houfe, when, 
in a half-ftartled manner, fhe turned to the 
thip’s officer—who, you may be affured, 
Maggie, would not lofe fight of his prey— 
faying he could enter the hall with her and 
her daughter; that we were only going up 
the ftair to get a few articles for my ufe, and 
he could fee where we went. 

By this fpeech I knew the was aware of 
what I had done, and then we went to my 
bedroom, where was the worthy creature who 
was named in the beginning of this narrative, 
Katie M‘Dowal. The kind-hearted girl 
fereamed with joy on feeing me, and in the 
ftrongeft expreflions of her native tongue—for, 
as I {aid before, no art could drive Englith, 
or even Scotch Englith, into her fimple brain— 


vowed the would go with me all over the 


Mother. 
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world, nothing fhould prevent her, that the 
leddie wifhed it. Really fhe made fuch 
a ftir, my mother and I could fcarcely hear 
ourfelves {peak ; fo we fent her to the ward- 
robe to collect what was needful, while we 
talked in a low tone left the man outfide 
fhould overhear. 

A fhort note to his wife from Armadale 
had told her all, and that poffibly I might be 
allowed to go and fee her. As for himfelf, 
he feared to return home unti] matters were 
more quiet about what I had done, and it 


was as well his wife fhould not know where 


- he was, 


“‘ Ah, Flora!” whifpered my poor mother, 
“ye’ll bring us into fair trouble; it’s an 
awful thing you have done, and wae will be 
the end! Oh, my dear Flora, my ain bonnie 
bairn! when fhall I fee ye come hame again? 
I ken it’s for the laft time I’m looking on 
your face!" 


It was indeed with a breaking heart I tried 
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to comfort her, by mentioning General Camp- 
bell’s kindnefs, and that he gave me the cheer- 
ing hope of foon being at liberty. This T 


faid to relieve her anxiety, but the idea on 





my own mind was becoming firmly impreffed _ ; Despond. 
that I fhould never return to my loved 
home. 
‘« And where were the children?” T afked. 
The young ones were out, and my pet 
fitter, Annabella, by this time a fine girl of 
| 
I 
| 
| 
i 


fifteen, was vifiting a diftant coufin, one of 





the M‘Queens. It was a relief to me to be 
{pared the pain of a parting with thefe dear 
ones. 

My mother infifted on Katie going with 
me; indeed, the honeft girl clung to my 
neck fo affectionately, that I was thankful to 
think of having her as a companion in my 
forthcoming troubles. But then, would fhe 
be allowed on board? So I had to go down 
to the hall, and afk the favour of the officer, 
who at firft hefitated. However, my poor 
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mother’s diftrefs had the effect of foftening 
his refufal, and it was fettled that fhe fhould 
go with me, on condition of being fent back 
if the Commodore did not approve of her 
remaining. 

The officer had taken advantage of my 
mother’s offer of refrefhments, for even in 
her diftrefs of mind, the true Highland lady 
could not forget the duty of hofpitality, fo the 
whitky and freth-baked fhortbread was ordered 
into the hall; but I could fee he was im- 
patient to be off, by conftantly walking to 


the window, calling to the men to get ready, 


' and near the boat to the landing-place hard 


by. 

At this moment I was flurried in another 
way, for juft as my. dear mother was receiving 
what, alas! might poflibly be the laft kif, 
while giving me in Gaelic her bleffing, with 
earneft entreaties that I would lofe no oppor- 
tunity of relieving her anxiety by fending a 


line to any of our family or friends, what 
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fhould bounce out and {pring upon me, but 
my dear Sidger, a favourite Skye terrier, 
barking furioufly; and, with the long hair 
fhaken off his eyes, he looked in my face, 
feeming. to underftand fomething was wrong 
with his miftrefs. I do not remember he 
had ever feen me fhed tears: no; up to this 
time I was of too merry a nature. The 
poor loving animal kifled my hands—ah! 
how cold they were from agitation—and 
whined like a child. Altogether the pain I 
endured during that parting hour at Armadale 
will never be forgotten. 

At length I tore away from my mother’s 
arms, and making a fign to the officer, in 
fome way I got down to the boat. I fay in 
fome way, becaufe I felt weak and dizzy with 
grief. The worthy Katie followed, loudly 
fereaming in Gaelic to my mother to keep a 
good heart, for fhe would take good care that 
no mifchief fhould befall “the daughter of 


her father’s houfe,” which, you know fo well, 





Sidger. 
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Maggie, is an idiomatic phrafe in the mother- 
tongue. 

She carried a huge bundle, a motley collec- 
tion of articles, no doubt, for I had neither 
time nor fpirits to attend to anything, and two 
other laffes were laden with a good-fized trunk, 
fo the poor girl was determined we fhould 
not want for clothes. 

As for Sidger, the faithful creature followed 
as a matter of courfe, being fo accuftomed to a 
boat, and {prang in after me. The men had to 
put him out, and he was caught up by the fer- 


vants, or he would have fwum to me. This 


" littleincident addedto my bitter grief at leaving 


home—for how long? or might it be forever? 

But I was too unhappy to colleét my 
thoughts; I fat filently crying by Katie’s fide, 
who, in her rough affectionate way, tried to 
comfort her broken-hearted miftrefs, The 
officer fhowed good feeling, for he ftood 
filent, appearing forry for my diftrefs. 

On reaching the fhip he had a converfation 
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with the General and the Commodore about 
poor Katie, who was not only allowed to ftay, 
but received from them a meffage, which I 
made clear to her in Gaelic, that it was their 
with fhe would do her beft to make me feel 
at home. At home, indeed! What an idea to 
enter their mind! A. prifoner on board fhip 
with a party of men to be at home! How- 
ever the kind gentlemen meant well, yet it 
was a painful expreffion to ufe under the 
circumftances, 

In a few days they informed me I was to 
be taken to Dunttaffnage Caftle, fo Katie was 
very bufy in getting our things together, and 
General Campbell faid he would write about 
me to the Captain-Commandant, I contrived 
to fee the letter afterwards ; the following is 


a copy :— 


“ Horse-Suog Bay, 


Auguft rft, 1746. 
“Dear Six,—I muft defire the favour of 


you to forward my letters by an éxprefs to 


Home! 





ee 
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Inverary ; and if any are now left with you, 
let them be fent by the bearer. I thal flay 
here with Commodore Smith till Sunday 
morning. 

“If you can’t come, I beg to know if you 
have any men now in garrifon at your houfe, 
and how many? Make my compliments to 
your lady, and tell her I am obliged to defire 
the favour of her for fome days to receive a 
very pretty young rebel. Her zeal and the 
perfuafion of thofe who ought to have given 
her better advice, have drawn her into a mott 


unhappy ferape, by affifting the young Pre- 


tender to efcape, 


“I need fay nothing farther till we meet ; 
only affuring you that I am, dear fir, 

“ Your fincere friend and humble fervant, 

“ Joun Camprerr. 

“FE fuppofe you have heard of Mifs Flora ; 
M‘Donald. 

“To Niel Campbell, Esq., 

Captain of Dunftaffnage.” 








* The Pretty Rebel. 
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Well, “the pretty rebel” was now fafely 
fecured in the gloomy old caftle ; but really it 
was unlike being in a prifon, for on arrival, 
the Captain had me conduéted to his private 
apartments, where Mrs Campbell received me 
very courteoufly, and I was pleafed with the 
good fenfe and taé fhe evinced, in making no 
allufion to the caufe for which I was entrufted 
to the Captain’s cuftody. 

But I remained there qnly a thort time, 
being ordered off fomewhere elle. I cannot 
charge my memory, at this diftant date, with 
the names of the places they fent me to, for I 
was like a fhuttlecock, flying backwards and 
forwards for fome weeks. As for poor Katie, 
the was in defpair. 

One day while on board fome fhip, fome 
prifoners were taken in, and to my aftonith- 
ment in one of them I recognifed Captain 
O’Niel! He ftarted forward to welcame me, 
fo I playfully tapped him gently on the cheek, 


and told him, it was to him I owed all my 





Prison. 
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miffortune; to which he replied, “ Miffortune, 
MiG Flora! how call you that miffortune 
which refle&s on you fo much honour? It 
was a brilliant deed; you fhould not repent 
of what you’ve done. No! be proud of it, 
and nobly acknowledge the aé in the face of 
all the world!” Ah, Maggie! this young 
man had a true warm heart in the Stuart 
caufe; it did me good to hear him talk in 
that way! 

Alas! I was concerned to learn from him 
that the Prince was fuppofed to be ftill on 
the ifland; and to add to my diftrefs, came 
the news of Kingfburgh and Malcolm M‘Leod 
being fent prifoners to Fort Auguftus. 

He gave me particulars of Kingfburgh’s 
arreft; and it was to Captain Fergufon, a 
moft active emiffary of the Hanoverian party, 
the worthy old gentleman was indebted for 
his imprifonment. This officer went firft to 
Mugftat, inquiring “if Mifs Flora M‘Donald 


had been there with a tall female fervant?” 
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“Yes,” was the reply; “the young lady, 
being a relation of Lady Margaret, was often 
at the houfe; but on that occafion fhe was 
alone!’ You will recolleét, Maggie, that when 
I went to Mugftat to confult with Lady 
Margaret, I had left the Prince fitting alone 
on the fhore. So the gentleman fpy got no 
information there. 

Then he followed on my track to Kingf- 
burgh Houfe, where he quettioned the fervants, 
and found out that the tall female had been’ 
received, and had flept in the houfe. 

“ And pray, fir,” faid he to Kingfburgh, 
“Jet me afk where Mifs M‘Donald and the 
perfon who was with her in woman's clothes 
were accommodated for the night? I muft 
requeft to be fhown the rooms they occu- 
pied.” 

“Why, as for that matter,” replied Kingf- 
burgh, ‘I can tell you where Mifs Flora 
flept; but really it’s no my affair to ken the 


rooms the fervants are put into} ‘tis the 








Fencing. 
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miftrefs gives the order; and Flora muft have 
been in the big room, as fhe always has it.”” 

| Difeovery. However, by making fearching inquiries, 


both in the houfe and neighbourhood, the 
Captain difcovered to his joy, no doubt, that 
the Prince had been placed in the beft room, 
which being unufwal accommodation for a 
fervant, that faét was a convincing proof 
againft the worthy laird, and he acted upon 
it by taking the old gentleman prifoner, and 
fending him off to the Fort. Thus, too late, 
was I made aware of my imprudence in 
having allowed the Prince to occupy the gueft- 
chamber. 

I had much to hear from O’Niel, who was 
concerned to fee how deeply I was grieved by 
the fufferings of my friends, and: did all he 
could to cheer my fadnefs. Indeed, I was 
obliged to this light-hearted Irifhman for all 
his friendlinefs; yet, although he tried to make 
fun of many a ferious matter, it was very vifible 


he was uneafy on my account. Poor fellow ! 
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he had endured much fince parting from the 
Prince: he had been moft fhamefully treated 
by Captain Fergufon, and alfo, I am reluétant 
to ftate, General Campbell had ufed him ill, 
having given O’ Niel his parole of honour that 
whatever money or effects he had, if left in 
the General’s charge, would be fent fafely to 
him; fo, with a guard of foldiers, he was 
allowed to colleét his money and gold watch, 
hid under a rock, being four hundred and 
fifty guineas, alfo a broadfword and piftols, 
which were conveyed to the General by Captain 
Campbell of Skipnefs; and on repeated appli- 
cations for his property, he could not get it. 
“ Nor do I expeét,” faid he, “ I fhall ever fee 
a farthing of it, now they have got me in 
limbo.” And this was quite true; for years 
after, when we met again in the Highlands, 
he joked about his money, faying General 
Campbell fhould at leaft have fent him the 
intered of it, for which he would have been 
thankful while abroad. . 





His all, 
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But I had foon to take leave of Captain 
O'Niel, as he was ordered to another veffel. 
The name of the fhip on which I was aboard 
was The Bridgewater, bound for Leith, 
commanded by Commodore Smith and 
Captain Knowler. Thefe gentlemen were 
as kind as if I had been of their own family. 
As for the good Commodore, I was fo pleafed 
and furprifed by a prefent which was made 
to me on board! Oh! fuch a handfome fuit 
of riding clothes, with nice frilled under-vefts 
of cambric, fo complete, and of the beft 
quality. 

Nor was even Katie forgotten; there was 
a whole piece of linen to make articles for her 
ufe. The honeft girl I really thought would 
have gone crazy! She would have fet to 
work immediately but for a very important 
reafon. In the hurry of {hatching fome 
clothes for the box from Armadale, threads 
and needles had been forgotten, and while at 
Dunftaffnage Mrs Campbell had been fo 











At Leith. 











kind, I had not felt the want of fewing-work, 
or fhe would have furnifhed me with any- 
thing I needed. However, on the veffel 
anchoring in the Leith Roads, I did hope to 
be allowed to land. But no! In fpite of kind- 
nefs and the beft of feeling fhown by both 
officers and men on board, they took care to 
inform me I was to remain in the fhip until 
further orders. I had to feel that patience 
is a virtue. 


END OF VOL. I, 
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Patience. 











